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STANLEY THORN. 



CHAPTER I. 



PORTRAYS, WITH OTHER FEATURES OF IMPORTANCE 
THE EARLY CHARACTERISTICS OF OUR HERO. 

To those who had not the honour of being 
extremely intimate with Alderman Thorn, it 
will be necessary to explain that he was a man 
of considerable wealth, derived chiefly from a 
series of successful speculations in hops ; that 
he m.arried very early, with the immediate view 
of procuring the means of entering into those 
speculations ; that at the expiration of fifteen 
years from the date of his marriage certificate 
he was generously and formally presented with 
an heir, whom he caused to be baptized in the 
name of Stanley, in honour of an aristocratic 
friend of that name ; that he lived in purely 
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2 STANLEY THORN. 

aldermanic style until he arrived at the age of 
fifty-four, when he utteriy repudiated not only 
all intoxicating liquors, but all animal food save 
that which existed invisibly in vegetables and 
water ; that such total change of diet at his age 
brought on an almost perpetual shivering, which, 
however, failed to induce him to forego his high 
resolve, but which gradually killed him ; that 
while some held a minute post mortem examina- 
tion to be essential to the promotion of the 
science of pathology, others held it to be es- 
sential by no means, it being clear that his 
living had caused his death, or, in other words, 
that his aUmentary canal had been completely 
frozen over; and finally, that he was buried 
with appropriate pomp, without the ice being 
thus sacrilegiously broken. 

Having performed the pleasing duty of placing 
these afflicting details upon record to the per- 
fect satisfaction, it is to be hoped, even of those 
by whom this worthy individual was held in 
high esteem, it now becomes strictly proper to 
state, that at the period of the lamentable dis- 
solution of the alderman, Stanley had just 
completed his fifteenth year, and that he 



STANLEY THORN. 3 

had then been for five years the absolute 
master of the house. Every member of the 
establishment feared him. No servant could 
remain in it three consecutive months, when 
he happened to be at home, with the exception 
of a boy^ a somnambulist, whom Stanley called 
Bob, and who had become so attached to him, 
that he never appeared to be truly happy in his 
absence. This boy was an immense favourite 
with Stanley, and a fine time Bob had of it in 
consequence. The servants avenged Stanley's 
insults upon him, but not in Stanley's presence j 
for, albeit he assumed to himself the inalienable 
right of horsewhipping him daily if he pleased, 
if he saw any other creature touch him, or 
menace him even with a word, he would spring 
at the assailant Uke a tiger ; and if he found it 
impossible to conquer alone, he would make 
Bob help him; and if both were unable to 
manage it then, they would retreat to devise a 
series of secret assaults, which never by any 
chance failed to reduce the enemy to submis- 
sion. He gloried in conquering those whose 
physical strength was superior to his own; and, 
in order to qualify himself for this glory, his 
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4 STANLEY THORN. 

chief delight, when he had no immediate con- 
quest to achieve, was to reduce Bob ostensibly 
to a mummy, by making him stand before him 
with the gloves,— of course giving Bob perfectly 
fair play, although he dared to retreat no more 
than he would have dared to sell his soul, — 
until Stanley himself became exhausted, which 
seldom, indeed, happened until Bob was nearly 
blind. 

Bob used at first to remonstrate against 
being thus victimised; for really it was not 
very often that he could see with any plea- 
surable degree of distinctness, and never by 
any chance, when Stanley was at home, was 
he firee from a cut lip, a swollen nose, or a 
black eye; but when he found all remon- 
strances utterly vain, he very valiantly made 
up his mind to do his best, and eventually 
became rather partial to the exercise; for it 
did occur, occasionally, that he broke fairly 
through his opponent's guard, and if he suc- 
ceeded in giving him but a scratch he was 
content, although in such a case Stanley never 
dreamt of leaving off until Bob became densely 
deaf to time. 
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This was, however, by no means the extent 
of the penalty inflicted upon Bob : on every 
such occasion he was discharged. His mistress 
conid endure to see him knocked about, — she 
could endure to see him pommelled, even to a 
jelly, with the most exemplary fortitude; but 
there are at all times bounds to human endu- 
rance, and hers could not go one step beyond 
that. She could not bear to see the sweet fea- 
tures of her own dear Stanley disfigured by 
even a scratch j and hence, whenever a scratch 
appeared upon his countenance. Bob, with due 
promptitude, had bis discharge. 

On no such occasion, however, did he go 
beyond the coach-bouse. He was always re- 
instated within the hour. Stanley invariably 
insisted upon his being recalled, and, having 
gained his point, invariably found him in the 
carriage asleep. 

Now it is a most extraordinary fact — a fact 
which, however, is not more extraordinary than 
solemn — that Mrs, Tliom could refuse Stanley 
nothing, because Stanley would never tolerate 
a refusal from her lips. He had what he de- 
sired, because he would have it ; that reason was 
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in all cases held to be sufficient. It is true she 
would endeavour to persuade him to forego 
any demand, the direct tendency of which she 
conceived to be pernicious ; but eventually such 
demand, however unreasonable might be its 
character, was conceded, because the conces- 
sion was a thing upon which he had set his 
soul. The worthy alderman, during the last 
five years of his existence, would have nothing 
to do with him whatever. He had very horrid 
suspicions ! Strong efforts had been made to 
convince him that the beautiful boy was in 
reaUty his very image, — that he had the dear 
alderman's chin, the dear alderman's mouth, 
the dear alderman's eyes, nose, and spirit; but 
the alderman himself either could not or would 
not perceive those strong points of resemblance 
which were insisted upon with so much elo- 
quence and warmth ; and hence, although he 
never went quite so far as to wound the sus- 
ceptible feelings of his lady by giving direct 
expression to his views on the point, he un- 
happily had strong suspicions ! 

The alderman had tried, however, with des- 
perate zeal to obtain the mastery over Stanley ; 
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but this he had never been able to accomplish^ 
not even for a day : the failure of every effort 
indeed had been signal and complete. If in a 
moment of anger he happened to strike him, 
Stanley would not only strike him again, but 
keep up a fierce fire of books, glasses, plates, 
ornaments, stones, — in short, anything which 
happened to be at hand. If the alderman 
locked him up, he would break every table, 
every chair, and every window in the room ; 
and if, afler a desperate struggle, — and it could 
only be afler a desperate struggle, — ^he suc- 
ceeded in tying him down, he would remain 
on being released, very quietly till tea-time, 
when (no matter how many firiends might be 
present, in his view the more the merrier, be- 
cause of the increased quantity of ammunition) 
he would deliberately take his position at the 
table, and pelt the worthy alderman with the 
cups, while explaining very gravely to those 
around — ^who, of course were quite shocked — 
that the whole thing was done in self-defence ; 
and these highly irregular proceedings he would 
repeat just as often as he happened to be pu- 
nished. If sent away, he would immediately 
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return ; for^ as he justly held that to be a spe- 
cies of punishment, he very naturally felt it to 
be a duty incumbent upon him to have his re- 
venge ; and when he did return, of course the 
worthy alderman knew it, for he found himself 
subjected at every point to annoyances of the 
most galling character. Sometimes he and 
Bob would get all the worthy alderman's boots, 
wigs, hats, and umbrellas, to make a bonfire 
in the stable ; at other times he would make 
Bob throw water into the bed of the worthy 
alderman, or establish a vast number of nettles 
between the sheets with surpassing ingenuity. 
In fact, he regarded the worthy alderman as 
being neither more nor less than his natural 
enemy. 

" What on earth am I to do with him ?'' said 
that worthy person to his friend, Mr. Sharpe> 
just before he gave Stanley up wholly. 

"Do with him V^ exclaimed his friend, " do 
with him ! Give him a sound, undeniable 
flogging and repeat the dose daily." 

*^ But flogging makes him worse* He con- 
siders it an insult — he will have his re- 
venge.** 



STANLEY THORN. 



(( 



Revenge!'' cried Mr. Sharpe, very con- 
temptuously, " revenge ! A lad like that talk 
of revenge ! If I had him, I'd cut him to the 
very back bone !" And Mr. Sharpe looked 
particularly fierce, and shook his head with an 
air of inflexible determination, as he added, 
^^ Do you think I'd be mastered by a young 
wretch like that ?'' 

^^My dear friend,*' rejoined the alderman, 
^' depend upon this that he is not to be tamed 
in that way. I have tried it, my friend, I have 
tried it till I'm sick." 

" Well, why don't you send him to school ? 
Why don't you place him under some severe 
master, who will undertake to bring him to his 
senses ?" 

" I have done so. Twenty severe masters 
have undertaken the task, and what has been 
the consequence? Why, the moment they 
have commenced their severity, he has pelted 
them with ink- stands, and started." 

^^ Of course you have not taken him back on 
those occasions ?" 

"In several instances I have; but, God 
bless your soul, it was of no use 1 Some re- 
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seized the tureen^ and sent the whole of the 
soup over me in an instant. I chastised him, 
— of course I chastised him — and he upset the 
table. I rushed at him again ; but having kept 
me at bay for some considerable time with the 
fragments of the dishes, he darted from the 
room. That night I found a number of nettles 
in my bed, and, on jumping out in agony, 1 
discovered that my bed-room had scarcely a 
single pane of glass in it ; and in the morning 
I had neither a boot nor a hat to put on. I 
got hold of him by stratagem, and shook him 
with just violence, and what do you think he 
did ? Why he instantly went into the pan- 
try, got a basketful of eggs, and popped them 
at me, until really I was in such a state ! 
I ran after him ; but, no ! — he kept up the fire, 
carrying his basket of ammunition upon his 
arm. Well, I caught him again in the course 
of the day, and locked him up in the cellar, and 
there he set to work, and I do not know how 
many bottles of wine he broke. I heard the 
crash, and went and shook the young scoun- 
drel again — 1 could not help it — and again he 
set to work. He was busy all the morning. I 
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STANLEY THORN. 13 

feared that he was employed in some mischief; 
indeed I was as certain of it as I was of my own 
existence. Accordingly, as I was enjoying my 
usual nap after dinner on the sofa, he quietly 
crept into the room with a tankard of treacle, 
the whole of which he poured over me so gra- 
dually, commencing at my knees, that I did 
not awake until he had Uterally covered me, 
and before I could rise he had rushed from the 
room. My firiend," continued the alderman, 
with due solemnity, ^^ I was in such a pickle ! 
Yet what could I do ? What is to be done 
with such a fellow? I knew perfectly well 
that until I discontinued my chastisement 
he would never cease to annoy me. Of course 
it's very hard, — I know and feel it, as a father, 
to be particularly hard ; but then what could I 
have done in such a case ? What would you, 
my friend, have done under the self-same cir- 
cumstances ?^' 

" What would I have done !'* cried Mr. 
Sharpe, very indignantly. ^^ I can scarcely tell 
what I should not have done." 

And this proved the sum total of the advice 
the worthy alderman obtained from Mr. Sharpe ; 



14 STANLEY THORN. 

for although the gentleman naturally fancied 
that if Stanley had been a son of his he would 
have tamed him, he at the same time felt ut- 
terly unable to explain how. 

From that period the worthy alderman gave 
Stanley up. He would have nothing more to 
do with him ; he turned him over at once to 
the surveillance of his mother, who adored him, 
and by whom the pristine waywardness of his 
disposition had been fostered. 

" My dear, my sweet boy ! — my own Stan- 
ley !'* she would exclaim after a fit of despera- 
tion on his part, " you know how dearly, how 
fondly I love you. Now do not, pray do not 
indulge in these frantic bursts of passion. In- 
deed, indeed they will injure your health, my 
love, — I am perfectly sure that they will. 
Come, promise me now that you will in future 
Hvoid them — do promise, there's a dear !'' 

You must promise me, mother, that in 
future you will not provoke me !'* 

*^ I will not — indeed I will not !" she would 
exclaim. ^^ My heart beats with joy when you 
are happy.*' 
The tears would then start, she would em- 
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brace him and fondle him like a child^ and 
arrange his fine hair, which flowed in ringlets 
upon his shoulders, and havings moreover, 
lavished a thousand kisses upon his brow, she 
would gaze upon her ^^own sweet Stanley/' 
the " pride of her soul,'' with an expression of 
rapture. 

And he wda an extremely handsome youth, 
tall, and strikingly symmetrical ; his eyes were 
of the most brilliant character, his features of 
the finest conceivable cast, while his presence 
was elegant, and even then commanding. 
That such a mother should have almost idolized 
him cannot be deemed marvellous. She could 
not, however, disguise from herself that she 
had from his earliest infancy cherished that 
spirit, which she now tried in vain to control. 
Nor was it, under the circumstances, at all ex- 
traordinary that from the age of fifteen he 
should have considered himself a man. He 
would suffer no one with impunity to designate 
him even a youth ; and if any person applied to 
him the term " young gentleman," that person 
was made at once to feel the full force of his dis- 
pleasure. The servants had been of course ac- 
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customed to style him Mr. Stanley ; but that 
servant was unblest who happened to pro- 
nounce the name of Stanley, after the alder- 
man's unhappy dissolution. He would not 
permit it. " I pledge you my honour as a 
gentleman/^ he would say, ** that if you dare 
to address me again as Mr. Stanley, 1^11 kick 
you to the devil.'^ 

It cannot hence be rationally expected that 
with these views and feelings, his grief at the 
period of the alderman's death was very loud 
or very deep. He wore *^ the trappings and 
the suits of woe'* as a purely social matter of 
course ; but he hailed that period as the com- 
mencement of the era of his importance as a 
man. For albeit nearly the whole of the 
alderman's property, real and personal, had 
been left to the widow, he knew perfectly well 
that he should have just as much command 
over it. as if it had been bequeathed absolutely 
to him. 

Stanley, however, was by no means content. 
He felt at first extremely gauche. He reflected 
that he was, after all, but the son of an alder- 
man, and that reflection, let it come when it 
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might, never failed to inflict a wound upon his 

pride. He was a youth of keen perception. 

He saw around him those whom he conceived 

to be more elegant, more composed, more au 

fait to etiquette, more refined. He felt unable 

to endure this. He was perpetually tormented 

with the idea. He listened, therefore, for the 
first time, to the suggestion made by his mo- 

ther, that he should pass at least two years at 

Eton. As a scholar he was passable ; but then 

he had only been at private schools, while those 

who shone in his judgment most brilliantly, 

had been to Oxford, or Cambridge, or Eton, 

at least. He conversed on the subject again 

and again, and at length became convinced 

that he ought to commence life in reality, as an 

Etonian. It happened that the majority of his 

associates had been to Eton ; and as they failed 

not to speak in high praise of the school, to 

explain that it had turned out by far the greater 

proportion of the most distinguished men of 

the age ; that none but Etonians were esteemed 

perfect men of the world, and that it was in 

fact far more famous for that than for absolute 

learning, — he eventually resolved upon going to 

Eton expressly in order to gain caste. 
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When this highly laudable resolution had 
been delicately communicated to the widow, 
she was delighted. She saw at once in Stanley 
a great man in embryo; and when she had 
been advised of the assumed fact that almost 
all the most distinguished men of the day were 
Etonians, she, of course, looked upon it as 
abundantly clear that all Etonians became 
distinguished men. This corollary was, in 
her judgment, really so natural and correct 
that, had five thousand pounds been required 
for the start, she would have given that sura 
with unspeakable pleasure. Her Stanley— her 
own Stanley, was about to become an Etonian ! 
She did not pretend to understand much 
about it, but she nevertheless conceived, from 
his description, that to be an Etonian would at 
once enable Stanley to associate with the sons 
of the most distinguished. 

Stanley himself had, however, still some 
misgivings on the subject. It was true he had 
read Virgil, and a trifle of Livy ; he could, 
moreover, versify — a little 3 but he could not 
expect to be placed above the fourth form. 
He had heard of fagging : he had also heard of 
flogging ; and he knew that if they attempted 
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to fag or to flog him ! — No matter — it was 
settled : he had made up his mind to go, and 
go he would, if it were only to enable him to 
say that he had been. 

Accordingly, everything which could be 
deemed essential was prepared, and the pre- 
liminaries necessary to enable him to com- 
mence at the ensuing half, having been most 
poUtely arranged by Mr. Seymour, the father 
of one of Stanley's, most gentlemanlike asso- 
ciates, he started with a purse sufficiently 
heavy, but with a heart not perhaps quite 
sufficiently light. 
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CHAPTER IL 



STANLEY AT ETON. 



The first person to whom Stanley was in- 
troduced on his arrival was Alfred Julian^ 
whose friends were on terms of close intimacy 
with the Seymours. Alfred^ who was a fine 
high-toned boy — precisely the sort of fellow to 
meet Stanley^s views, — undertook to initiate 
him into all the deep mysteries of the school ; 
but he was, most unfortunately, himself in the 
fourth form, and hence could not, by having 
his friend for a fag nominally, save him from 
the tyranny of the fifth and the sixth. He 
therefore explained to him at once, that he really 
must make up his mind to become a fag, see- 
ing that all, no matter how high might be the 
position of their families, were compelled to 
submit to it, and that it was held to be by no 
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means humiliating or degrading, but in reality 
a stimulus to exertion, inasmuch as those who 
took the right view of the matter strove, in 
consequence, to work their way up as soon as 
possible. 

^^All social distinctions here," added Julian, 
'^are in this respect levelled: for example, 
Joliffe, Villiers, Cleveland, Cholmondeley, and 
Howard, — to whom I shall introduce you, for 
they are all at our Dame's — are the fags of 
Frogmorton, although he is a plebeian, while 
they are connected with the first families in 
the kingdom. We must not, therefore, feel 
ourselves degraded when called upon to act 
like them. 

« Well, I shall see/' returned Stanley. « FU 
do as the rest do, if possible." 

He and Julian accordingly proceeded to 
Dame Johnson's where they met with about 
twenty light-hearted, merry fellows. 

He had not, however, been here more than 
an hour, when he was assailed by the older 
boys by a number of interrogatories which he 
held to be particularly impertinent. By Dashall 
especially, was he t|ius persecuted, for Dashall 
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was one of those who^ panting to show off 
their power and importance, made the most of 
the three days before the arrival of the strap- 
ping fellows of the fifth and sixth forms. Stan- 
lej^ did not by any means approve of this prac- 
tice, and therefore answered rather pettishly, 
which had the effect of making them persevere 
the more, for, although they saw something in 
his general tone and manner, which in a slight 
degree checked them, they held the process of 
teazing a new boy to be a right prescriptive 
and inviolable. 

(i My good fellow,*^ said Stanley, addressing 
Dashall, who would not give in, ^^ don^t annoy 
me. I am anxious to make friends of all, and 
have therefore no desire to quarrel with 
you/' 

" What ! quarrel with me I'^ exclaimed the 
highly-indignant Dashall, with an air of aston- 
ishment the most intense. ^^No desire to 
quarrel with me/ Come, I like that: it's 
cool — ^very cool for a new one. Perhaps you 
would like to take it out, old fellow ? Do you 
fancy yourself at all with the gloves ?" 

Stanley eyed him with an expression of con- 
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tempt, although he made no reply ; but that 
terror of the juniors — the mighty Dashall — ^in a 
state of extreme ignorance of the chamber- 
practice Stanley had had with Bob^ distinctly 
intimated to him, and that in terms the most 
powerful at his command, that if he would 
only wait until he had pulled on his boots, he 
would instantly accommodate him with a turn. 

Stanley smiled; but Dashall, whose blood 
was up, looked very fierce, and gave his oppo- 
nent such occasional glances as he fancied might 
wither him, while the juniors, whom the invin- 
cible Dashall had awed, really looked with an 
eye of pity upon Stanley, not, however, un- 
mixed with astonishment at his apparently 
imperturbable calmness. 

^'Now, my fine fellow V^ cried Dashall, hav- 
ing drawn on his boots. ^^ If I take a little bit 
of the bounce out of you, it will do you precisely 
as much good as physic.'^ 

Some of the juniors laughed at the sparkling 
wit of Dashall, while others advised Stanley to 
have nothing to do with him, he was such a 
desperate hitter; but Stanley, of course, re- 
mained unmoved, and Julian, who was anxi- 
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ous to ascertain what his new friend was made 
of^ did by no means endeavour to dissuade him 
from accepting the challenge. 

** Now then ! are you afraid ?*' cried the im- 
perious Dashall, — for really that desperate 
young gentleman had become very impatient ; 
and he opened his shoulders and struck at the 
air^ and ascertained the precise firmness of his 
muscles ; but Stanley, who was in no sort of 
haste, made certain inquiries having reference 
to the character of his opponent, in order to 
learn what amount of punishment he should 
be justified in inflicting. 

Julian could not but admire Stanley's cool- 
ness; and having inferred hence that there 
must be some sterling stuff in him, he became 
nearly as eager for the fray as the fiery Dashall 
himself. Well, the gloves were produced, and 
Stanley rose. He buttoned his coat simply; 
but Dashall, bent upon doing some tremendous 
execution, stripped in an instant, and drew on 
the gloves. 

^^ Now," said Stanley, *^ I have np wish to 
hurt you ; but if you persist in having a turn, 
you'll have yourself alone to blame.*' 
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** You don't wish to hurt me !'' cried Dashall. 
"Good again! Well, I wish I may live! 
What next ? You don't wish to hurt me !** he 
repeated, for really he was very much amused, 
and he laughed very loudly, and the juniors 
joined him very merrily. 

" Well, come, go to work 1'^ said Julian at 
length. " You are both sure to win. ' Pos^ 
sunt quia posse videntur.* '* 

In this particular instance, however, the com- 
batants respectively held Virgil to be wrong ; 
and to prove that he was wrong they immedi- 
ately commenced, Dashall striking one of the 
most imposing attitudes of which he was 
capable, while Stanley simply held up his 
guard. 

Dashall, even at the commencement, did not 
much admire the unflinching firmness of Stan- 
ley's eye. He notwithstanding felt quite certain 
to beat him, and sprang about, and feinted, and 
performed a great variety of extraordinary antics, 
displaying at each spring his agility and science 
to an extent altogether remarkable. On the 
other hand, Stanley kept quiet: he felt that 
by fan the best course he could pursue— the 
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course calculated to save him a world of trou- 
ble in future, was that of allowing tlie great 
Dashall to tire himself first, and then to 
honour him with a few of his straight-forward 
^Tours, with the view of convincing him firmly 
of his error. He therefore stood for some 
considerable time on the defensive, while Dashall 
was twisting and turning, and torturing himself 
into all sorts of attitudes, marvelling greatly 
that every well-meant blow of his should be 
so coolly stopped. 

Come — come ! you don't appear to be 
doing much!" observed Stanley, when Dashall, 
by dint of strikbg out with desperation, had 
become nearly exhausted. " I think that it is 
now my turn to begin," and he gave him a 
gentle tap over his guard. These taps were 
always given upon the bridge of the nose ; and 
as even Bob never liked them much, it will be 
extremely reasonable to infer that the great 
Dashall did not approve of them at all. Stan- 
ley, nevertheless, tapped him again and again, 
in a manner so calm that the great man really 
became a httle confused. He could not get 
,«ven a blow at his opponent, who kept con- 
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stantly tapping, and tapping, and tapping, 
until the terror of the fourth absolutely became 
so enraged that he scarcely knew what to be 
at. He singularly enough b^^ to feel that 
he had made a slight mistake in his man. He 
could do nothing with him. He tried a rush. 
Stanley stepped aside, and tapped him as he 
passed. He tried caution again; and again 
Stanley tapped him. This enraged him fiur 
more than a corresponding number of straight- 
forward blows would have done, and he ex- 
jH^ssed himself precisely to that effect. 

^ Why donH you strike out ?'* he exclidmed, 
with pecuUar indignation, '' and not keep on 
tapping and tapping like that !" 

*^ As you please,*^ returned Stanley, who did 
on the instant strike out, and poor Dashall 

went down as if he really had been shot. 

The great man did not like even this. He 

looked as if it were a thing of which he could 

not approve— which was very extraordinary, 

seeing that it was precisely what he had just 

before solicited,— and, while some of the juniors 

cheered very loudly, others looked very steadily 

at Stanley, as if lost in admiration of his 

prowess. 
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Dashall, however, Etood up again, and Stan- 
ley calmly put to him whether he really liked 
that practice better than the other, but as he 
replied with a well-intentioned lunge of des- 
peration, Stanley stopped him, and down he 
went again. 

Another cheer burst from the juniors, and 
Dashall looked at them with an I'll-serve-you- 
out-when-I-catch-you-alone sort of scowl, which 
was in the abstract, no doubt, truly awful. He, 
however, by no means gave in. Stanley urged 
him to do so ; but, no ! he wanted only to give 
one fair hit to be happy. He therefore guarded 
himself with additional caution, and Stanley, 
notwithstanding, with additional rapidity kept 
tapping him precisely upon the bridge of his 
nose. 

This he held to be about the most extraor- 
dinary thing in nature. He could not at all 
understand it. It mattered not a straw how 
imposing might be his attitude, how excellent 
his guard, how fiery his eye, or how fierce his 
general aspect, Stanley still kept on tapping 
and tapping, while he could do nothing what- 
ever in return, although he plunged, and bucked, 
and bored, and jumped about in the most re- 
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markable manner possible, and with a facility 
which was really very admirable in itself. 

The interest now became intense. It was 
perceived that the great man had screwed up 
his courage to a most ferocious pitch, although 
Stanley stood as calmly as ever. Dashall made 
a furious rush, and Stanley stopped him. This 
made him stand still for a moment, and look 
very wild, but on he rushed again. Stanley 
stopped again with his right, and with his left 
sent him down as before. 

This seemed to inspire him with the convic- 
tion that he had made a mistake altogether. 
He felt much confused, and linked very much 
annoyed, for it appeared to have struck him — 
which was really very singular,— that he had 
had enough as nearly as possible, which Stanley 
no sooner perceived than he drew off his gloves, 
and offered Dashall his hand, which at that 
moment happened to be precisely the very 
thing he was most anxious to take. 

^^ Well done !" he exclaimed with a patro- 
nising air, which was indeed very good of him. 
^* Come, you are not a bad sort, after all ! This 
is just what I call, you know, a friendly set-to. 
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You must be one of us after this !" And the 
great man shook Stanley by the hand with 
extreme cordiality, and laboured very des- 
perately and very laudably to conceal his con- 
fusion from those around, the whole of whom 
most uncharitably and unamiably rejoiced at 
his defeat, for his over-bearing conduct, towards 
the smaller boys especially, had been intole- 
rable. 

" Now, then," said Julian, " come to Joliffe's 
den. We have clubbed for a feed, and are 
going to be jolly together." 

With this proposal Stanley was rather pleased; 
he therefore agreed to it at once, and went with 
Julian to the particular den in question, where 
he was hailed with three cheers as "a miller of 
the first water," by a dozen of the £lite, who 
bad already established themselves in a roooi, 
with the view, apparently, of proving how small 
is that space in which a dozen individuals can 
eat and be happy. 

Our hero, who now began to feel himself at 
home, surveyed this banquetting-hall with great 
minuteness. It was about eight feet by six, 
yet did it contain twelve mortals, a nice assort- 



8TANLBT THORN. 31 

ment of candle-ends, a leaden inkstand, a table, 
a sofa, a lot of books, and sundry hampers. 
The ancient walls were emblazoned with 
highly-coloured portraits of prima donnas^ 
pretty barmaids, and theatrical warriors of 
every dime, while the spaces between them 
were appropriately embellished with elaborate 
drawings in pencil and chalk, of ships, monu- 
ments, and bams, with a few highly-finished 
artislical profiles of those masters and precep- 
tors who had rendered themselves obnoxious^ 
and who really seemed to have the largest noses 
in nature. 

On the whole it will hence be infetred that 
this den looked particularly tidy; but that 
which at first puzzled Stanley more than all 
was the style in which his friends were ad- 
dressed. Each appeared to have a sobriquet 
peculiar to himself, with which Stanley became 
acquainted on being informed, not merely in 
general terms that all had subscribed to the 
feast, but that Bull's-eye, for example, had 
contributed a German sausage; the Nigger, a 
wild duck ; Hokee Pokee, a pigeon-pie; Mac- 
beth, an extraordinary l0t of gingeri>read; 
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Twankay, a lump of Stilton cheese ; the Black 
Prince, a variety of raspberry-tarts ; Bowles, a 
Lilliputian ham ; and Robin hood, a Brobdig- 
nagian plumcake ; while the worthy host, 
Caliban, himself, had not only contributed a 
pheasant, but had secured two tankards of 
r^ulation ale. 

Of the whole of these delicacies each guest 
partook indiscriminately, freely, and with in- 
finite gusto. The gingerbread, for instance, 
relished well with the German sausage; the 
raspberry-tarts with the ham ; the Stilton cheese 
with the pigeon-pie ; the plum-cake with the 
pheasant. In fact, taken together, they formed 
so remarkable a relish, that it seemed to be a 
pity almost that the whole of them had not 
been mixed with the ale in a bucket before 
they began. 

Stanley had never seen a knot of fellows eat 
so fiercely; but their enjoyment was amazingly 
pure ; and when they had stuffed themselves 
to their heart's content, they kept up a per- 
petual rattle, in the gibberish pecuhar to the 
school, having reference chiefly to their won- 
derful exploits during the vacation, until 
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bed-time, when they wisely retired to their 
respective cribs in the merriest possible mood. 
During the two succeeding days the little 
tyrants of the Dashall caste reigned supreme 
over all but Stanley ; but when the fifth and 
sixth began to arrive, they gradually sunk 
into the most minute insignificance. The new 
boys wondered and walked about very myste- 
riously on witnessing the arrival of these tall 
fellows in their pea-jackets, wrappers, and 
cloaks, and retired for the night with about the 
same feelings as those which may reasonably 
be supposed to be entertained by convicts on 
their arrival in Van Dieman's Land, as they 
speculate profoundly upon the character of the 
men to whom tyrannous Fate has consigned 
them. Stanley was, however, an exception to 
the rule : he had no such feelings to depress 
hira ; he was, on the contrary, pleased with the 
appearance of new arrivals, and fancied that he 
might study their style and general bearing 
with great advantage. On the following morn- 
ing he therefore set to work with the laudable 
view of qualifying himself for the Remove as 
soon as possible ; but he had scarcely been 
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working an hour when, much to his astonish- 
ment^ he was aroused by a desperate kick at 
his door^ which served as a prelude to the fol- 
lowing command^ ^^ I say, you new fellow, go 
to Fitzallan's study : he wants you/' 

Stanley certainly conceived this to be rather 
tUiceremonious ; but he, notwithstanding, went 
to that particular study, and knocked. 

^' Come in V* cried Fitzallan, in an authorita- 
tive tone. 

Stanley entered, and found himself in the 
presence of three tall fellows, one of whom on 
the instant observed that he was a strapper, 
when Fitzallan gave it as his unbought opinion 
that he would do, and without farther ceremony 
told him to sit down. 

To affirm that Stanley held this reception to 
be highly flattering were to affirm that which is 
by no means strictly true. He did not ; but 
he sat down, and waited with exemplary pa- 
tience until some important matters then on 
hand had been arranged, when Fitzallan, ad- 
dressing him again, said, 

" Well, young fellow, what can you do ?" 

Stanley looked as if anxious for some slight 
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explanation, when Fitzallan continued, ''Can 
you brush togs, dean candlesticks weU, and 
Ught fires ?'^ 

'' Upon my word,'' replied Stanley, with a 
smile, '' I cannot pretend to those ddicate ac- 
complishments. I really have not had much 
eiqperience in such matters/' 

'' I did not suppose that you had* But take 
the mud off that pea-jacket. Come, let us see 
what you are made of.'' 

Stanley looked at the pea-jacket, and looked 
at Fitzallan, and then looked at Fitzallan's 
friends, but did not attempt to obey orders. 

'' Do you hear ?'' cried Fitzallan, with a 
scowl. 

''I do,'' rephed Stanley; ''but as I think 
that you are equally competent to the task, I'll 
leave you to do it." He thereupon rose and 
having opened the door, was just on the point 
of departing, when Fitzallan, starting up, caught 
him by the ear. 

At that moment Stanley did not smile — no, 
not even slightiy ; yet (and really it is a most 
extraordinary thing to place upon record) there 
was something in his look which had the effect 
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of inducing Fitzallan to relinquish bis hold. '^ I 
will not/' said Stanley firmly, *' notice this. I 
am willing to look over it; but if you dare again 
to touch me, 111 strike you to the ground !'' 
And having delivered himself precisely to this 
effect, he walked calmly from the room, leaving 
Iltzallan and his friends in a state of amaze- 
ment. 

A short time after this Julian went to him. 
'* Really, Thorn," said he, **you have done 
wrong. I spoke to Fitzallan myself; he is one 
of the most gentlemanly fellows in the school ; 
and if you had consented to become his fag 
nominally, he would have treated you, for my 
sake, as a companion.'' 

** Why," cried Stanley, " he commanded me 
to brush the mud off his pea-jacket P 

" Well, and what if he did ?'* rejoined Julian, 
soothingly. '^ It was simply because there were 
two of the Sixth with him." 

'^ I'd not do it for any one on earth !" cried 
Stanley. '^Fd die firsts 

'^ But see what a position you place yourself 
in. If youll not fag, you throw down the gaunt- 
let. The fifth and sixth are sure to be at you." 
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'' I donH care. I'll do my best to beat them ; 
but even should I fail, PU not fag." 

'^ Well, but just let me reason with you a 
little on this matter. If even you are able to 
beat them all, they are certain to make a dead 
set at you, and what will be the consequence ? 
Can you stand flogging ?'' 

« No," replied Stanley, « decidedly not'* 

'^ Then I'd strongly recommend you not to 
get out of bounds. If you do, the prseposters 
are certain to catch you; in which case, of 
course, you'll be put in the bill.'* 

"And if I will not be flogged,'* rejoined 
Stanley, " what then ?" 

" Why, in that case you^ll be with due cere- 
mony expelled. But I am sorry you should 
have quarrelled with Fitzallan, for he is really 
a good-hearted fellow. Come, let me go and 
tell him you didn't imderstand it ?'' 

" By no means," said Stanley ; *^ I can 
perform such humiliating offices for no one.'' 

Julian now plainly perceived that Stan- 
ley was not destined to remain long at Eton. 
He therefore gave him the beat advice under 
the circumstances, strongly recommending him 
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to keep within bounds; a course to which 
Stanley, knowing what would follow, most 
firmly resolved to adhere. 

Fitzallan, whose object in sending for Stanley 
was to serve him, and thus to oblige Julian, 
firom whose family he had received many very 
kind attentions, took no farther notice of the 
matter; but Scott and Hampden, who were 
with him at the time, marked Stanley, and 
closely watched him, in the lively expectation 
of catching him out of bounds. In this they 
were, however, disappointed. Nothing could 
tempt him to go a step beyond, knowing per- 
fectly well what would be the result. 

Now it happened a short time after this 
affair that Joliffe, one of his most intimate 
companions, was flogged. The cause was very 
trifling, and the effect was not very severe; 
but, independently of the extreme indelicacy 
of the process, — and it really is very indelicate, 
—the degradation struck Stanley with so much 
force, that he at once resolved to manifest his 
abhorrence of this vile and disgusting species of 
pimishment in a way which could notbe mistaken. 

He accordingly conferred with his compa- 
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nions on the subject; and as they were equally 
anxious for the abolition of that species of 
punishment, contending very naturally, and 
very properly, that it ought at any rate to be 
confined to mere children, it was eventually 
resolved that they should get up a show of 
rebellion, than which at that period nothing 
could be more easy. 

Stanley was chosen their leader, and they 
certainly could not have elected a more expe- 
rienced hand. He set to work as usual at 
once, and in earnest. Having purchased an 
owl, which bore some resemblance to the then 
Lord Chief Justice, a dozen lively sparrows, 
and an infinite variety of fulminating balls, it 
was arranged that he himself should take the 
management of his interesting omitholc^cal 
curiosity; that Jolifie, Fox, andVilliers, should 
each have the command of four sparrows ; and 
that to Howard and Cholmondeley should be 
entrusted the distributioa of the fulminating 
balls. A certain evening was fixed upon for 
the commencement of the rebellion, and they 
took especial care that their plumed troop 
should go to work as hungry as possible. 
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Well, the eyening came, aiid the conspira* 
tors at the usual hour marched into school. 
There stood the revered doctor with all the 
gravity at his command, while the various 
masters respectively sported a corresponding 
aspect of solemnity. The signal was given ; 
a buzzing was heard— a buzzing to which the 
whole school had long been accustomed, the 
process being known as that of ^ booing the 
master.'^ 

" Silence ?^ cried the doctor, who really 
seemed to anticipate a storm ; but the buzzing 
continued, and gradually increased until in* 
deed it appeared to be absolutely universal. 

" Pll flog the first boy I discover,'' said 
the doctor, who held it, by virtue of some 
strange and inscrutable perversion of judg- 
xpent, to be disgraceful. 

The buzzing, however, continued to in- 
crease ; and it may be stated, as a remark- 
able fact^ that although the lynx-eyed doctor 
looked in every direction with unexampled 
intensity and minuteness, not one of the rebels 
was he able to detect; and what made it, under 
the circumstances, still more remarkable was. 
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that they all seemed at that particalar period 
to be studying with unprecedented zeal. 

'' Silence !'' again shouted the Doctor. *' I'll 
punish the whole school!'^ And he really 
did feel very angry at that moment ; and just 
as he was solemnly promulgating something 
having reference to the highly unpopular 
process of taking away their holidays^ which 
seemed to be generally understood and ap- 
preciated^ Stanley^ with all due gravity^ drew 
the Lord Chief Justice from his pocket, and 
having given him an impetus in the perfect 
similitude of a pinch of the tail, allowed his 
lordship at once to take wing. 

Away flew the Lord Chief Justice very 
naturally straight for the chandelier, which 
was a fine large round one, in which between 
thirty and forty candles were burning brightly. 
Whizz ! he went right in amongst them, 
knocking down a dozen at the very first pass, 
he then turned and charged the rest, and down 
went a dozen more, again he turned and went 
at them — and again. In short his lordship 
seemed to feel himself bound to work away 
until he had knocked down the lot, and left 
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the school in total darkness; for he scorned 
to give in until he had performed what he 
evidently conceived to be his duty, by achiev- 
ing that object for which his introduction 
had been designed. 

The school was now in an uproar; the 
laughter on every side was tremendous. The 
chief conspirators started three eaivpiercing 
cheers, which were echoed by the rebels in 
the aggregate with consummate shrillness and 
effect, while Howard and Cholmondeley were 
busily engaged in strewing the fulminating 
balls about the gangway. 

The school was dark as pitch, and the 
rebels seemed to entertain an idea that the 
doctor was not very highly delighted ; but that 
which tended more than all to confirm this 
impression was the heart-rending tone in which 
he called for more candles. The rebels in 
general, however, held it to be glorious sport, 
and kept it up zealously, loudly, and boldly, 
until the fresh lights were produced. 

They could now see the doctor — they could 
see that he did not appreciate the fun — which 
was very extraordinary. They could not, how- 
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ever, be mistaken in this ; for, instead al his 
being convulsed with . merriment^ he abso- 
lutdy expressed what he felt very warmly, 
and gave each opinion with infinite point. 

The prseposters were now directed to station 
themselves in various parts of the school, 
with the view of taking observations; but 
during their progress they walked, as a matter 
of course, upon the fulminating balls, which 
went bang \ bang 1 bang ! at every step. 

The doctor did not — ^he really could not^- 
approve of these proceedings. On the con* 
trary, he conceived them to be highly irregular, 
and very monstrous ; and by the time he had 
delivered a few appropriate observations im- 
mediately bearing upon the point, the fresh 
lights were established, — ^not again in the chan- 
delier, but in various parts of the school. Tlie 
instant this grand desideratum had been accom- 
plished, Fox, Villiers, and Joliffe with surpass- 
ing dexterity drew forth their sparrows, which 
in the common course of nature made at once 
for the lights, and never left them imtil they 
had extinguished them all. 

The whole school was again in an uproar — 
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the sport was held to be prime! The pree- 
posters, who had for the few preceding minutes 
been standing quite still, now began again to 
move, and the fulminating balls again went 
bang ! bang 1 

More lights were demanded by the doctor; 
for being a man who was not a profound 
scholar merely, but one who looked at things 
in general with a learned spirit of human 
dealings, he wisely imagined that the am- 
munition of the rebels had been expended, 
which, as far as matters had proceeded, was 
extremely correct. But the Lord Chief Jus- 
tice, who, in doing so much execution, had 
undergone a temporary derangement of his 
Acuities, had by this time recovered his power 
of observation, and hence no sooner did he 
observe the fresh lights introduced, than he 
felt it his duty to fly at them before they 
reached the places for which they had been 
destined. He did so, and so effectually did 
he perform that duty, that in the npace of 
three minutes the whole school was in dark- 



The doctor said something extremely severe, 
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and his observations absolutely seemed to 
have reference to the subject; for, although 
he was indistinctly heard, he on the instant 
retired— -of course in the dark. 

Now the presposters knew nothing of this 
conspiracy against the doctor's peace; but 
Scott and Hampden fixed, nevertheless, their 
suspicions at once upon Stanley. They knew 
that he had a number of satellites ; they knew 
that those satellites were spirited daring young 
dogs, who would by no means object to enter 
into such a conspiracy; and they moreover 
knew, that if they could only bring it clearly 
home to him, they should have the extreme 
gratification of proving whether he would in 
reality suffer expulsion in preference to being 
flogged. 

With infinite zeal they therefore set to 
work, and eventually, by virtue of specious 
manoeuvring, obtained a slight clue to the 
delinquency of Stanley, Fox, Villiers, and 
Howard. Even this was, however, deemed 
sufficient. Their suspicions were communi- 
cated to the doctor, and the day following 
that on which this communication was made 
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the doctor solemnly directed the delinquents 
to stand forth. 

They stood forth accordingly, and the doctor, 
in the first place^ distinctly explained to them 
the nature of the charge ; he then went on to 
illustrate the enormity of the offence; and 
having, in the third place stated the penalty 
prescribed, he with all due solemnity observed, 
that as he had no absolute proof of their guilt, 
he should be perfectly satisfied that they were 
innocent if they would then declare that they 
were so, upon their honour as Etonians* 

Of course Stanley would not do this, nor 
woidd Villiers, nor would Fox, nor would 
Howard. They were silent. The question 
was again put; — ^they made no reply. The 
doctor was therefore convinced that they were 
guilty. 

Now came the test. The suspense was pro- 
found. Hie doctor held a grave conference 
with the rest of the masters, of whom one 
distinctly intimated that, as it was their first of- 
fence, they ought to be flogged, not expelled ; 
and as this appeared to be the general feeling 
amongst them, tiie doctor very pointedly put it 
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to the chief delinquent whether he would con- 
sent to be flogged. 

" No,'^ replied Stanley^ ^* decidedly not. It 
was to mark our ^ense of the indelicate cha- 
racter of that species of punishment that we 
acted as we did/' 

The doctors looked with great earnestness at 
Stanley^ and then turned and looked earnestly 
at his colleagues^ who looked in return very 
earnestly at him. Without the slightest com- 
ment, however, on the nature of this answer, 
the same question was put to the others, who 
made, word for word, the same reply. 

"Then,'^ said the doctor, *^ I have but one 
course to pursue;" and, in tones the most 
solemn and impressive, he added, ^^ I hereby 
publicly expel you from this school, and 
entail upon you all the consequences there- 
of." 

The same day Stanley, Fox, Villiers, and 
Howard, in a post-chaise, left Eton toge- 
ther. 
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CHAPTER III. 

SHOWS PRECISELY HOW PERSONS CAN BE PLACED 
IN A PECULIAR POSITION. 

It is probably one of the most striking 
truths in nature^ that we are never inspired 
with a due appreciation of that which we have. 
We must lose it — no matter what it be, 
health, wealth, or any other acknowledged sub*- 
lunary blessing — before our estimate of its 
value can be correct. Neither wives, husbands, 
parents, nor friends are duly estimated until 
they are gone. While we possess them, our 
process of valuation partakes of the character of 
that of the Israelites when about to purchase 
garments : we look with great minuteness at the 
defects, without a scruple, should it answer our 
immediate purpose to make them appear to be 
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greater than they are ; but when we lose them, 
theii' failings we magnify not, but on the con« 
trary look at their virtues, and find those fail- 
ings completely eclipsed. 

Now, as this most remarkable truth is of 
universal application, it may not be deemed 
extraordinary that it should have applied to 
the amiable relict of Alderman Thorn. While 
the alderman was Uving, he was not precisely 
all that that lady desired ; he was nothing—* 
very frequently, indeed, was he nothing — at all 
like what she desired. She would sigh, she 
would be sorry, — she would wish that if he 
were but — then she would think ! — But oh ! 
how awfiil it is to dive into the thoughts — 
the occasional secret thoughts — of those who 
unhappily conceive that they are too tightly 
bound by matrimony^s soft silken cords, of 
which the gloss, like that of prematurely old 
bell- ropes, an indulgence in anger and an abuse 
of authority, not fair wear and tear have 
worn off. We should there in the highest per- 
fection behold the extreme wickedness of that 
which is termed the human heart, — ^we should 
there discover wishes and conceptions of a 
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character so startling and so vile, that even 
they vsho have cherished those \nshes and con- 
ceptions endeavour to conceal them from 
themselves. 

Without, therefore, going more minutely 
into the previous thoughts of the widow ITiom, 
who most certainly never wished them to be 
publicly known, it may perhaps be sufficient 
to state, that although she had treated the 
worthy alderman not fondly, — although the 
practical illustrations of domestic felicity she 
had induced were particularly hot, — although, 
in short, she was continuaUy at him, pointing 
out dreadful faults, which he never could per- 
ceive, she began now to think that, after all, he 
was really a kind-hearted, generous, good, dear 
sort of soul, and hence became absolutely in- 
consolable. 

She wept : very frequently she wept — and 
more especially on her pillow — and sighed, and 
wept again, and sometimes sobbed, and re- 
proached herself bitterly for having previously 
inspected the faults only of him whose virtues 
were now in the ascendant. She had not felt 
it nearly so much before Stanley went to Eton ; 
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but he had no sooner left her than she began 
to feel very acutely the lamentable loneliness of 
her position. She was very wretched^ and 
very disconsolate^ and what, in her judgment, 
was far worse than all, albeit she had been no 
less than fifteen months a widow, not one of the 
late worthy alderman's friends had proposed to 
convince her that the loss she had sustained 
was not absolutely irreparable ! She gave 
dinners: she dressed with extreme elegance: 
she did all that she could with prudence 
to inspire those whom she conceived to be 
likely to propose with due courage. No ! they 
were polite ; they never refused an invitation ; 
they were at all times particularly attentive and 
agreeable — but nothing more. She thought it 
strange — very strange ; she really could not in 
any way account for it. She was rich, and she 
was tall : she felt that she was interesting, if 
not strictly handsome : yet not a single creature 
would propose ! 

Such being the state of things then, she 
b^an very deliberately and very seriously to 
turn the matter over in her mind ; for although 
she had a son — a dear, darling son, — >who was^ 
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doubdess, a very great comfort in his way, — 
she really felt that the comfort of a son, how* 
ever great it might be, was not comparable, 
under the existing circumstances, with that of 
a husband — ^which was really very natural, and 
hence, very correct. 

Now, within the brilliant circle of her ac- 
quaintance, there was a highly-respectable 
individual named Ripstone, whom Stanley from 
his in&ncy had been accustomed to call his 
Pippin. This gentleman held a deeply-re- 
sponsible situation in the Treasury, and had 
moreover been a schoolfellow of the late 
worthy alderman, who had ever received and 
esteemed him as a friend. He had never been 
married. He had, therefore, no practical 
knowledge of the blessings with which matri- 
mony teems ; and it may be added as an ex- 
traordinary fact, that he had never developed 
the slightest inclination to become conversant 
with that particular branch of human know- 
ledge I which certainly does not precisely ac- 
cord with the popular view of social excellence. 
Mr. Ripstone was, notwithstanding, a very 
aimable man ; and although he was not very 
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rich, he had an annual salary of four hundred 
pounds, and with all the generosity in nature, 
spent each quarter's pay in advance. 

To this gentleman the widow had given great 
encouragement; for^ independently of his 
being a respectable-looking man — though 
rather short for his circumference, which was 
not inconsiderable,— he was a nice, kind, quiet, 
clever, excellent creature^ who toould offend no 
one, and whom, moreover, no one could offend. 
He had been at every one of the widow's 
parties; he had never by any chance begged to 
be excused ; he had always arrived with the 
strict punctuality of the sun, and had inva- 
riably made himself very agreeable. Nor had 
his visits been confined to those occasions. By 
no means. He frequently dined with her 
alone! She gave him every opportunity to 
declare himself; spoke warmly, and eloquently, 
on the subject of wedded life; marvelled 
greatly that he should hate no thought what- 
ever of entering into the blissful marriage 
state ; explained the utterly disconsolate cha- 
racter of her own position^ and proved to 
demonstration that, with all her wealth, she 
could not in her extreme loneliness be happy ! 
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But, no ! It was all of no use. He was still 
as insensible as a block of Scotch granite. 

There would the poor widow sit, sighing, 
glancing, and fidgetting about, until she really 
became so provoked that she scarcely knew 
what on earth to do with herself, while he 
Would be twiddling his thumbs, or mechanically 
twirling his watch-chain with a heart as dead to 
every sigh, look, smile, and sentiment of affec- 
tion as a stone. It was monstrous ! The 
widow at times had no patience with the man. 
She herself felt it strongly and deeply to be 
monstrous ; and that natural feeling at length 
prompted her boldly and resolutely to arrive at 
the conclusion that it would not do at all to 
go on any longer so. She held it to be a 
pity — a thousand pities — that Ripstone should 
be so excessively timid ; but as she had done 
all in her power to inspire him with due 
courage, and as every effort had signally failed, 
she resolved^ with surpassing firmness, to take 
one grand step, which, if it did nothing else, 
would at least put an end to that cruel suspense 
with which she was then so constantly tor- 
tured. 

Accordingly, on the morning of the very day 
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on which Stanley left Eton, she forwarded a 
special invitation to Mr. Ripstone to dine with 
her alone, at the same time intimating clearly 
that she was anxious to have t)ie benefit of his 
advice upon a subject in which the whole of her 
future felicity on earth was involved. 

This puzzled Mr. Ripstone. He thought it 
very odd ; and it was, in &ct, remarked by his 
colleagues that he looked most mysterious: 
nay, one of them, with infinite delicacy, sug- 
gested that if anything of a pecuniary character 
disturbed him, he had a few pounds which 
were quite at his service ; but this was not what 
Ripstone wanted 1 It was kind of his firiend— 
very kind ; the motive was appreciated highly : 
but that which he wanted was simply to know 
the nature of that advice which the widow 
required. Perhaps it had reference to some 
particular purchase ; perhaps she was anxious 
to sell out some stock ; or, perhaps, it was 
something about something, — yet how was her 
future felicity involved ? That was the point ! 
and bis utter inability to guess even what it 
could be, kept him in a high state of fever 
until the clock struck four, when he hastened 
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home to dress, and at five, to a minute, he 
knocked at the door of the widow. 

The widow heard that knock. She well 
knew that it was his ; and became extremely 
nervous as he ascended the stairs, and trembled 
— ^slightly trembled— as she held forth her 
hand to receive him. 

^* My dear madam,^^ said he, with a face of 
some considerable length, '^ what on earth is 
the matter ?'^ 

^^ Oh ! nothing — at least nothing very — very 
particular.'^ The faltering voice of the widow, 
however, convinced him that there was some- 
thmg very particular. 

^* You are looking very well," he continued, 
and this was a positive fact. She was looking 
very well ; her rouge had been established with 
great delicacy of touch, and she wore a richly- 
figured satin dress, while her pearled heaving 
bosom, her turban, and her waist, were embel- 
lished with jewels of the most sparkling caste, 
so that really, as the rays of the chandelier fell 
with the most refined softness upon her, she 
shone altogether refulgent. It was hence by 
no means an inappropriate observation, and as 
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it was not inappropriate^ the widow felt pleased 
with it rather than not, and vouchsafed a reply, 
of which the purport was, "Yes, thank 
heaven V^ 

" Well, come ; tell me all,'* said Mr. Rip- 
stone. " You really must, and at once, for I 
shall not have a moment's peace of mind until 
I know what it is.'* 

The widow smiled sweetly ; and glanced at 
the mirror playfully, and patted his cheek 
absolutely ! Dinner was announced at this in- 
teresting moment ; she therefore took his arm, 
and explained on the stairs that he really was a 
good, kind creature, and that, if he would but 
wait with becoming patience, he should know 
all anon. 

Very well. This was highly satisfactory as 
far as it went, and they sat down to dinner. 
The widow on that occasion had not much of 
an appetite. She managed the soup very fairly ; 
and, on raising the first glass of wine to her 
lips, the glass itself touched her teeth only 
twice ; but nothing bearing even the semblance 
of solid food could she manage ; no, not even 
the breast of a delicate chicken, presented by 
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Bipstone himself ! She really felt so confused. 
Even Simpson looked at his mistress as if a 
slight explanation would have been a great re- 
ef to him, but of course he had nothing of 
the sort. She tried to chat with all her wonted 
point and eloquence; but that was a dead 
fidlure I it could not be done. Happily^ how- 
ever, this was not much perceived by her guest ; 
for, although his accustomed politeness in- 
duced him to expostulate with her on the po- 
pular subject of keeping up the stamina — to 
express his lively fears that she was not, 
after all, in the most robust health, and then 
to hint, with all the delicacy at his command, 
that it was probably attributable to the fact of 
her having then something on her mind, — ^he 
himself never ate a more excellent dinner. For 
it happened singularly enough that everything 
which he more especially favoured had been 
prepared, — a truly remarkable circumstance, 
and, moreover, so fortunate being so purely ac- 
cidental I He therefore enjoyed himself ex- 
ceedingly, and ate, drank, and chatted with in- 
finite spirit, and was really very amiable — ^very ! 
but the widow whom he was thus so unconsoi- 
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ously killing all the time^ and who^ knowing 
that she had a great duty to perform, wished 
ten thousand times that it were over, had a 
very unusual palpitation of the heart : it would 
flutter so ! She therefore sighed deeply, while 
he chatted gaily, and thus this ever-memorable 
dinner passed off. 

"Now — now, my dear madam," said Mr. 
Ripstone, when Simpson had left the room, 
" come, tell me : what is this business, this 
serious matter ?'^ 

He here pressed her warmly, and gazed upon 
her face very fervently, and her lily hand trem- 
bled in his, and she breathed very quickly, 
averting her smiling face gently, and looked 
upon the carpet very prudently, while her 
pulse was one himdred and forty. 

** Come — come !" he continued, with sur« 
passing amiability both of expression and of 
tone, "be calm, and tell me all— all about 
it.^ 

The widow at this moment, with a most 
emphatic sigh, observed, ** Women are poor 
silly things.*' 
" Well — well ; but, pray keep me no longer 
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in suspense : it is really very painful to see you 
unhappy/' 

" I know you to be a kind^ sincere friend/' 
said the widow; ^^ but is it indeed true that my 
uneasiness can afflict you ?*' 

" My dear creature ! can you do me the in- 
justice even to doubt it? You know — you 
have known me sufficiently long to feel sure 
that there is nothing I could do to promote 
your happiness that I would not do with infinite 
pleasure/' 

" My friend !" said the widow, and smiled ; 
and then looked at him earnestly, and warmly 
pressed his hand as she added, ^^ Are you quite 
sure of that ?*' 

Mr, Ripstone himself now became much 
confused. He could not understand it. What 
—what could it mean ? He could not tell : he 
could not conceive : he could not even call up 
a rational conjecture on the subject. 

The widow saw his confusion. It somewhat 
relieved her. She became in proportion more 
calm ; but, although she felt very considerably 
better, she did not then feel herself equal to the 
task. He pressed her with great warmth and 
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eloquence again and again for an explanation ; 
but her nerves still required composure. She 
would have coffee first : then^ if possible, she 
would explain the whole affair. Accordingly 
for another mortal hour was Ripstone tortured, 
for, although a great variety of inuendos were 
shot like arrows, well feathered and pointed, 
not one hit the bull's eye of his comprehension: 
they all of them fell very wide of the mark. 
This was tiresome — particularly tiresome to 
both 5 but it really was not the widow^s fault : 
it was Ripstone's, and Ripstone's alone ! 

Well, the widow rang for coffee, and retired 
to give some further instructions. ^^ Now/* 
thought Ripstone, *^ for this most extraordinary 
disclosure ?^ He rose ; and on her return the 
widow found him apparently lost in admiration 
of a Titian ; but, although his eyes were, his 
thoughts were not, upon that. His thoughts 
were — no matter : the coffee was produced, and 
he was again sweetly summoned. 

With all the elegance and grace of which she 
was capable the widow sipped and sipped, al- 
ternately examining the countenance of Rip- 
stone, and the delicate pattern of her cup. At 
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lengthy feeling that this was not the way to 
make progress^ as Ripstone would not under- 
stand, she breathed a sigh fiercely — one sigh, 
— and took courage; and while still intently 
gazing upon her cup, as if she really had never 
noticed the pattern before, she smiled, and then 
said, ^' I'm very silly, — I am — really — ^like a 
child. I wished to have your advice upon a 
matter of some— slight— in fact, of considerable 
— for it is to me of considerable importance — 
and yet — do you think that I can get my heart 
high enough ? Upon my word, a mere girl of 
fifteen would have far more courage. I am 
but a poor, weak, simple creature, after all.*' 

Mr. Ripstone now looked unspeakably anx- 
ious, and said, " My dear lady, proceed — pray 
proceed ; it is something, I fear, of great mo- 
ment." 

" It is something,*' rejoined the widow, who 
now felt that the ice had been broken, — " it is 
something of a character extremely delicate, 
which — really I cannot — indeed — indeed I 
cannot — I dare not explain even now.** 

The expression of Mr. Ripstone's round face 
now became very droll. " Extremely delicate?*' 
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thought he. "It's very odd.^^ He scarcely 
knew that he should be justified in urging her 
to proceed. The phrase, ^* extremely delicate/* 
really struck him as being very strong ; and 
yet when he came to think of it, he found that 
his impression had been that that phrase really 
signified something extremely indelicate, which 
he now at a glance saw was extremely incorrect, 
and therefore said, with his characteristic firm- 
ness and force, " My dear lady, if you really 
have confidence in my honour and sincerity — ^* 

" My friend," interrupted the widow, " I 
have — believe me, I have the greatest possible 
confidence in both : you are, in fact, now, the 
only soul in whom I can confide. I will, there- 
fore, explain. A woman,*' she continued, with 
great deliberation, ^^is considered, of course, 
the weaker vessel. She is so naturally, and is 
recognised as being so socially ; and hence it is, 
I presume, that society has prescribed that the 
weaker shall be wooed by the stronger. I 
believe that view of the matter to be correct ?'* 

" Oh ! perfectly — perfectiy — quite — quite 
correct, my dear lady ; proceed.** 

" Well, a woman — upon my li£e I scarcely 
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know how to put it, — but a man in the majo- 
rity of cases having reference to marriage, is 
presumed to possess advantages — not merely 
of a moral and physical description, — ^but in a 
pecuniary point of view he is presumed to 
possess advantages and hence, I apprehend, it 
is clearly understood that in all such cases the 
proposal should, of course, proceed from him. 
Am I right r' 

^^ Oh ! — quite — decidedly — quite right !" 
cried Ripstone, more puzzled than ever. 

The softest, the sweetest, and most delicate 
smile illuminated her face as she resumed : 

^^But, suppose — I will put it so — suppose 
— leaving out of the question all moral and 
physical superiority — suppose the pecuniary 
advantages of the lady to be infinitely superior 
to those of the person to whom she is really 
attached — do you consider that in such a case 
she would really be justified in proposing to 
him ? Would you hold such an act to be in- 
discreet, or imprudent ?*' 

" Not if he were really a man of honour,'* 
replied Ripstone, "and had proved himself 
worthy of that lady's choice. Most decidedly 
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not. Were he as poor as Job himself^ in such 
a case she would be justified^ seeing that custom 
alone prescribes the contrary course/' 

" Well, now, that is indeed a remarkable co- 
incidence/' rejoined the widow archly. " It 
happens to be precisely my opinion. I was 
thinking the other day that in a case of that 
description the propriety of such a step could 
scarcely be impugned. But, suppose^ — ^let us 
put it to ourselves, just by way of illustration, 
for I really should like to be clear upon the 
point — suppose, then, that I, — being disen- 
gaged, of course^had, let me see, say some 
thousands a-year j and that you — being equally 
disengaged — had an income, we will say, of as 
many hundreds. Very well. Now, in the 
event of my proposing to you — you know this 
is, of course, a mere supposititious case, — but, 
in such an event, would you accept that pro- 
posal ?'' 

*^ Why, that," replied Ripstone, '^ would 
mainly depend upon whether I had known you 
sufficiently long to be satisfied that the happi- 
ness of both would be thereby enhanced." 

" But, assuming all the facts having refe- 
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rence to knowledge and to feelings to be in 
every particular precisely as they are, if I were 
to offer this hand, would you accept it ?" 

*^ Decidedly. Without a moment's hesita- 
tion/' 

" My friend — my dear friend!*^ said the 
widow. ^* It is yours !" 

Mr. Ripstone seemed absolutely lost in 
amazement; he seized her extended hand, 
however, and pressed and kissed it with affec- 
tionate fervour. They both felt so happy ! 
They embraced. Their veins tingled with the 
drollest sensations. Again they embraced, and 
again ! when Stanley dashed into the room.** 

The lovers started. They were paralyzed. 
Had Satan himself at that moment appeared, 
they could not have been struck with more 
terror. They could not^ or they would hav€ 
sunk into the earth. 

*^ Good God V^ exclaimed Stanley, whose 
eyes flashed with fiery indignation. *^ What — 
what is the meaning of this? Mother^ what 
am I to understand ?'' 

The widow sank into a chair, overwhelmed 
with confusion. 
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*^ Leave the room^ sir!'* cried Stanley^ 
pointing fiercely to the door, and addressing 
Ripstone, who wished to explain. "Leave 
instantly 1 Stay another moment, at your 
peril r 

Poor Ripstone, of course, was aware that he 
had done nothing wrong ; but, then^ he hap- 
pened to know Stanley too well to remain, 
and hence he quitted not only the room, but 
the house, as soon as possible. 

" Mother /'* cried Stanley, when Ripstone 
had departed^ "you have perilled if not sacri- 
ficed your own honour and mine !'* 

^' No ! Stanley, my dearest love, — no !" ex- 
claimed the widow,, when extending her arms 
wUdly, she fell upon his neck, and clingmg to 
him instantly fainted. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



STANLEY HAS AN INTERVIEW WITH RIPSTONB 
AND UPSETS HIS NERVES ALTOGETHER. 



When Stanley had summoned the servants 
with due prompitude and violence^ he left the 
room^ and such restoratives as were immediate- 
ly available were applied with great delicacy 
and zeal to the temples^ palms^ and nostrils 
of the overwhelmed widow. The attendants 
were, however, in an intellectual maze, out of 
which they could not see their way at all clearly, 
for their mistress had not been accustomed 
to faint : and then that Mr. Ripstone ! — ^where 
was Mr. Ripstone ? It really seemed to them, 
viewing the thing as they did in all its varied 
ramifications, to be very suspicious ; and 
they looked at each other with an aspect 
which denoted that they absolutely felt it to 
be mysterious in the extreme. Surely Stanley 
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had not pitched the man out of the window ?— 
and yet it was thought extremely probable. 
Simpson opened the window with a 
view to the immediate satisfaction of that 
thought; but Mr. Ripstone was not in the 
area ! nor was he impaled upon any one of 
the spikes ! This had a direct tendency to 
render the mystery more dense, for who had 
let him out? As not one of them had had 
that honour, the impression became general 
that he was still in the room. They hence 
examined every pkce in which it was both 
most Ukely and most unlikely for a gentleman 
to be concealed, and the butler was just on 
the point of ascertaining whether the well- 
known hat and peculiar cloak of Mr. Ripstone 
were in the hall, when the widow developed 
striking symptoms of reanimation and soon 
after retired for the night, without, however, 
imparting the slightest information as to the 
cause of the occurrence to her puzzled at- 
tendants, who — having created innumerable 
conjectures with the celebrated tact and in- 
genuity of their order — ^were by no means 
satisfied, but felt, strongly and most acutely 
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felt, that there was at the bottom of it some- 
thing. 

As soon as the widow had retired the draw- 
ing-room bell was rung, in a style in which 
it never was rung by any chance save when 
Stanley was at home. There could not be 
two opinions about who had pulled the rope. 
It was therefore immediately answered by 
Simpson, who, while receiving orders fqr 
supper, looked curiously round and round the 
room. 

** What are you looking for ? — what have 
you lost ?" demanded Stanley, in a tone that 
was not extremely pleasing. 

" Me sir r Nothing, sir — nothing," mum- 
bled Simpson. ^^ I only thought, sir, that 
perhaps Mr. Ripstone *^ 

" What P^ exclaimed Stanley. 

Simpson muttered something, of which the 
design was apparently to convey some idea, 
and vanished. 

Now, albeit the widow retired to bed, her 
sensibilities had received so powerful a shock 
that she found it impossible to sleep. She 
turned and turned again, and sighed and 
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wept, and exclaimed, sotto voce^ " Why should 
I have been so alarmed? The position was 
peculiar, certainly — there's no denying that; 
but^ then, why should a mother thus fear her 
own son V^ 

To this natural interrogatory she felt una- 
ble to give a perfectly satisfactory answer, 
and hence really began to form a resolution 
to break the chains which she herself had 
forged to shackle her will. But then her fond 
love for Stanley ! And what can be compared 
with the love of a mother? It is ardent, 
enduring and pure to the last. There is — 
there can on earth be — no love so devoted, so 
constant, so powerful. By its virtue a mother^s 
soul seems centred in her child, in whom alone 
exists the power to fill her heart with pure joy 
or to plunge it into misery the most poignant : 
still be that fond love the source of rapture or 
of wretchedness, it shines in the ascendant till 
life is extinct. 

In its most comprehensive sense the widow 
was actuated by this love for Stanley. He was 
the pride of her heart : she idolized, adored 
him ! Still she thought it hard, that she 
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should be so controlled, because^— as she ex- 
plained to herself again and again very point* 
edly — if there be one state of life in which a 
lady has the privilege of being more indepen- 
dent of family influences than in another it is 
distinctly the state of widowhood : she there- 
fore held control to be intolerable. She did not, 
she could not by any means recognise the 
right of a son to dictate to a mother at all 
imder the pecuUarly afflicting circumstances 
of the case: she thought it highly incorrect 
and very presumptuous, and the style in which 
she resolved to be thenceforth mistress of her 
own actions, as far, at least, as matrimonial 
matters were concerned, was so extremely 
energetic that it eventually sent her to sleep. 

In the morning, when she met Stanley at 
the breakfast-table, he requested an explana- 
tion of the scene on the previous night, ^^ Mo- 
ther,'' said he, ^^ what is the meaning of that 
which I last evening witnessed ?" 

"What you saw,*^ replied the widow, "I 
grant, was — odd : but then, under thq circum- 
stances ** 

" Circumstances ? What were the circum- 
stances ?*' 
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*^ Why, my love, the fact is — I feel that I 
must tell you — a proposal had just been made 
as you entered.'^ 

" A proposal ? What, of marriage ?*' ex- 
claimed Stanley, knitting his brows and purs- 
ing his lips into an expression which fluctu- 
ated finely between a smile and a sneer. " I had 
no idea the fellow had so much impudence in 
him. And — you accepted that proposal ?'^ 

" Why, my dearest love, look at my present 
position. It is really very lonely, more espe- 
cially '' 

" Mother ! do you mean to tell me that you 
have promised to marry Ripstone ?^* 

" Why, what could I do ? He is a very old 
friend ; and while conscious of his fondness 
for you, I well knew that you had ever been 
sincerely attached to him.'* 

'' I !— I attached to him ?*' 

" What, not to your own Pippin ?" 

^' Pippin ! Mother, are you mad ? But the 
thing is too monstrously absurd. If you mus^ 
marry, choose some one worthy of you. Why 
have you not a becoming degree of pride? 
There are hundreds of men — men of influence 
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to himself, " that that youth was all right at 
the bottom, and this tends to confirm the 
correctness of that thought, for he evidently 
feels that he was wrong, and is now anxious 
to make all the reparation in his power. But 
I'll have no apologies ! No ! it shall never be 
said that 1 exacted humiliation from any living 
soul." 

Actuated by this extremely generous senti- 
ment, he went with a light heart through those 
toils of the day which are notoriously insepa- 
rable from an official existence, and in the 
evening repaired to the mansion of his love. 

The widow was invisible. He found Stanley 
in the drawing-room alone, and the coldness 
with which he received him not only contrasted 
very strongly with his own elastic bearing, but 
had the efi^ect of inspiring him at once with the 
conviction that he had made a slight mistake. 

" Be seated, Mr. Ripstone," said Stanley, in 
a haughty tone. " I sent for you, sir^'^ he con- 
tinued, " to demand an explanation of your 
conduct last night.'* 

" An explanation?*' echoed Ripstone with 
great timidity. 
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" Ay, sir ! An explanation." 

" Re-eally/* observed Ripstone, who felt 
much confused, " I thought — I hoped — that — 
all had been explained." 

*^ Sir ! you have known me suflSciently long 
to know that I am not a man to be trifled with. 
Instantly, therefore, explain to me all that has 
reference to the disgraceful scene I witnessed 
last night, or you will hear from me, sir, in the 
morning; and, if you will not go out, I'll post 
you as the vilest coward that ever crawled.*' 

In this there was nothing which could by 
any process be misunderstood; all was per- 
fectly candid, straightforward and clear; but, 
then, what could Ripstone say ? His gallantry 
forbade him to explain all, because that would 
have been most unfair towards the widow ; and 
then the idea of going out ! — why, he had never 
fired off a pistol in his life ! — he had never 
even had one in his hand ! — ^while the fact of 
his being posted, or brought before the public 
in any such shape, would in all probability ac- 
complish his ruin 1 He therefore knew not 
how to act in this extremity: he paused and 
was puzzled; but at length he ventured to 
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observe, that he really could not in any honour- 
able act see anything disgraceful. 

"Sir/' exclaimed Stanley, "you are mis- 
taken if you conceive that I am thus to be put 
off ; I demand an explanation, and will have it, 
or the only alternative society prescribes." 

" But I have nothing to explain,*^ said Mr. 
Bipstone, ^' save that just as you entered we 
were performing that which is, I believe, inva- 
riably the little playful innocent prelude to the 
matrimonial bond.'^ Here Ripstone ventured to 
smile, for he positively had an idea that he 
should thus be enabled to draw Stanley into a 
belief that it was nothing unusual after all. 

Stanley, however, was not to be propitiated, 
for, looking fiercely at Mr. Ripstone, he de- 
manded in a' loud voice, and with authoritative 
emphasis, how he dared to presume to propose 
to his mother. 

"Why,'* said Mr. Ripstone, "I do not 
conceive that I have been very daring, or very 
presumptuous/* 

" Indeed V* rejoined Stanley, with an ex- 
pression of contempt. " Compare my mother's 
wealth with your own !" 
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*^ Ab&i Bs wealth is concerned^" said Bip- 
stone blandly, ^^ love levels all distinctions/^ 

'* Love ! — bah !— •an old fool like you indeed 
talk about love 1" 

" That's very discorteous,'' observed Mr_ 
Ripstone : ^^ but Pll not be offended, because I 
make it an invariable rule not to be offended 
by any one. I must, however, repeat, that the 
application of the term ^ old fool' is extremely 
discorteous.*' 

" I know it," said Stanley : ^^ I meant it to 
be so; and I mean to say farther, what you 
may deem equally discorteous, that if ever I . 
again catch you beneath this roof, or ascertain 
that you hold even the slightest communication 
with my mother, in any shape, I'll blow your 
brains out." 

Ripstone pouted his lips, and looked at 
Stanley in a very straightforward manner. 
** I'll blow your brains out'* were very strong 
words ; in fact, it was on the whole a very 
sanguinary sentence. He did not approve of 
it at all, and therefore said with some sipirit and 
point, '^ Really this, I must confess, is not 
exactly the sort of reception I might reasonably 
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have anticipated : nor do I acknowledge your 
right to interfere with the domestic arrange- 
ments of your mother and myself.'^ 

*^ Indeed ! — do you not ? Then, sir, let me 
tell you that 1 have such right, and will take 
special care that it is exercised fully. / am 
master here, and you shall know it.^' 

*^ But I have the strongest possible reason,^' 
urged Ripstone, ^^ to believe that the feelings 
of affection between your mother and me are 
mutual.'* 

" I care not for that,*' cried Stanley. ^^ Do 
you flatter yourself for one moment that I shall 
ever be sufficiently idiotic to recognise you in 
any shape as my father ! But without con- 
descending to say another syllable on the sub- 
ject, — for I wiU not exact from you anything 
like a promise, seeing that that would be lead- 
ing you to suppose that I doubt my own power, 
— be assured that if ever you dare to commu- 
nicate, either by word or by letter, with my 
mother, or ever presume again to enter this 
house, — (and if you have the temerity to do 
either, I shall be certain to know it,) — I will 
horsewhip you !'* 
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There are^ questionless, some who would have 
spumed this menace, and who — the widow 
being willing — would have married her at once, 
in defiance of all opposition ; but Ripstone was 
not one of these. He was dreadfully alarmed ; 
his whole nervous system had been utterly 
aatonished. He knew the desperate character 
of Stanley ; he knew how fondly his mother 
loved him, and how zealous she had ever been 
in his cause : he also knew that if even they 
were to marry in opposition to him, he should 
never have a single moment's peace ; and there- 
fore, holding peace to be one of the greatest 
blessings in life, he rose, bowed, and, without 
giving audible utterance to another word, left 
the house, with the firm determination to enter 
it no more. 
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CHAPTER V. 

ILLUSTRATES HOW AN ARDSNT YOUTH MAY ASSUME 
MORE CHARACTERS THAN ONE. 

There is perhaps nothing so grateful to the 
feelings of mankind as the possession of power. 
From the wearer of the crown, through all the 
varied ramifications of society, even down to 
the vilest beggar that ever blistered his leg to 
excite sympathy, however much may be said 
of the power of love, the love of power reigns 
supreme over all. 

Without, however, dwelling upon a subject 
so deep, for it really is not essential to the 
progress of this history, it may in all proba- 
bility be sufficient, for the present, to state 
that as Stanley fondly cherished this universal 
love, and was ardently enamoured of its de- 
velopment, he derived no inconsiderable 
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amount of pleasure from the fact of his having 
broken o£f the match between his mother and 
Ripstone ; and as each successful exercise of 
his power increased it, it soon became abun- 
dantly clear that he required but the scope to 
be one of the most absolute tyrants that ever 
breathed. 

The widow, who had imagined that as his 
years increased he would become more sub- 
dued, now had ample cause to feel that the 
spirit she had fostered in his infancy was 
each succeeding year gaining strength. He 
would be supreme ; he would be consulted 
upon every domestic matter, however foreign 
to him it might be, from the most important 
to the most trivial. She could no longer dress 
as she pleased. Her taste was impugned, and 
denounced by him as vulgar in the extreme. 

" When will you learn to dress in a becom- 
ing style P^ he would exclaim. " Upon my 
honour I'll not go out with you. Look at that 
thing, how it hangs ! — there's a^ fit ! You 
really have no taste. Upon my life, unless 
you choose to dress a little near the mark, V\\ 
not go out with you at all.'* 
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And this was decidedly the most potent 
threat he could possibly hold out; for although 
she very frequently felt mortified, the pleasure 
she derived from appearing with him in public 
was sufficient to heal all the wounds which his 
tyranny infficted at home. No mother could 
have been more proud of her son. The highest 
delight she had the power to conceive was that 
which she experienced on being driven round 
the park by her Stanley. He was so hand- 
some, so elegant, so aristocratic in his bearing ; 
he drove with so much grace ; his cab was so 
attractive, his horse so beautiful; while Bob 
looked so much like the groom of a peer, that 
really it was such pleasure to be with him ! — 
nothing could surpass it. 

And it was a very stylish tuni-out. His 

horse was full of blood and pride ; and while 

his cab was of the most modern build, Bob was 

one of the most undeniable tigers that ever 
sprang. 

Of course it was not long before he was 
surrounded by associates : but however extra- 
ordinary to some it may appear, it is neverthe- 
less true that he was free from the most 
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prevalent vice. He had given dinners to dozens 
of high-spirited fellows^ and had accepted invi- 
tations in return ; still in this particular point 
had he escaped contamination. 

The family he visited most frequently at this 
period was that of Captain JolifFe, the father 
of his friend Albert, whose cause he had es- 
poused at Eton, and who still entertained for 
him feelings of the warmest friendship; and 
here he soon became a favourite. The Captain 
himself, although he could not but feel that he 
was somewhat too inflexible, highly esteemed 
him, and even applauded him privately for the 
part he had taken in the rebellion, invariably 
addressing him as General, in honour of his 
having been the leader on that occasion 5 for 
he, like every liberal-minded man, strongly felt 
that the practice of flogging young men in 
precisely the same fashion as that in which 
infants are flogged, was, to say the least of it, 
extremely indelicate. Whether Albert was at 
home or not, therefore, the Captain was inva- 
riably pleased to see the General, and as the 
pleasure was reciprocal, his visits were fre- 
quent. 
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There was, however, one member of the 
family who derived peculiar pleasure from these 
visits, and this was Amelia, the daughter of the 
Captain, and one of the most elegant, interest- 
ing, loveable creatures that ever fascinated man. 
Amelia, at the period of Stanley's introduction, 
had just completed her twentieth year. She 
was not strictly beautiful, although her features 
were regular, and pecuharly expressive ; but 
she was so graceful, so elegant, so intelligent, 
yet so gentle, that he who, having conversed 
with her for an hour, could perceive that she 
really lacked absolute beauty, must have been 
dull and cold. 

She became attached to Stanley, not indeed 
from the very moment she saw him ; for having 
associated his expulsion from Eton with the 
idea of recklessness, she of course had that 
prejudice so overcome, albeit she was even 
then struck with the extreme manliness of his 
bearing, his fine open countenance, and bold 
expressive eye, — but before she had been long 
in his society, she regarded him with a love so 
intense, that her heart absolutely seemed cen- 
tred in his. 
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Stanley at once perceived this, for in such a 
case no prompter is required. No preliminary 
education is essential to the perfect knowledge 
of that, for a man becomes master of the lan- 
guage of love at once. No woman who really 
loves need employ any other. Give her but a 
moment's opportunity to let her eyes meet 
those of the object of her love, and their souls 
at once seem to commune with surpassing elo- 
quence. Of course the practice of ** making 
eyes" is a very different thing altogether. 
They who resort to this practice are fraudulent 
bankrupts in love. The timid, soft, involun- 
tary glance alone is entitled to claim an alliance 
with nature,— a glance which even the eyelids 
would, but cannot, conceal. Such a glance 
Stanley received from Amelia as she drew on 
her glove to retire after dinner on the day of 
his first introduction, and by that glance he 
knew that she loved him. 

And Stanley loved her. She was the first 
for whom he had ever entertained an affection- 
ate feeling apart firom that which is engendered 
by consanguinity ; and as of female society he 
had known till then nothing, it will not be 
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deemed strange that he should have become at 
once enamoured of one so amiable, so innocent, 
so unaffected as Amelia. Had he seen more, 
or known more, of the influence either of the 
virtuous or of the abandoned, he might not, 
and would not have been so immediately sus- 
ceptible of that sentiment which had taken full 
possession of his soul ; but being, as he was, 
uncontaminated and inexperienced, his heart 
was taken by storm. He did love her : he £elt 
even then that he loved her ; and although that 
feeling did not subdue his spirit, it appeared to 
have completely changed its course. Her ap- 
pearance, moreover, at once forbade him to 
suppose that she had not those intellectual 
qualities which are essential to the permanency 
of affection, and the conversation which he 
subsequently held with her that evening had 
the effect of confirming the belief he had in- 
spired, that she was as intelligent as she was 
gentle ; as confiding as she was pure. 

From that day Stanley^s visits became con- 
stant; and as Albert was then at home, the 
lovers had opportunities of conversing with 
each other almost daily, without exciting the 
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suspicions of the Captain^ from whom Albert 
advised Stanley to keep the affair at present 
a secret. 

Things, however, were not permitted to go 
on long thus. Albert was soon to go to Cam- 
bridge, when the affair could be kept secret no 
longer, seeing that Stanley could not then go 
down, day after day, to the Captain's residence 
at Richmond without rendering his object ap- 
parent. He therefore proposed to himself, 
first, to convince Albert that delay was alto- 
gether unnecessary, secondly, to declare him- 
self to Amelia ; and, thirdly, to break the 
subject to the Captain, which he naturally held 
to be the most difficult of all. 

The first was soon accomplished, and the 
next day afforded an opportunity for the 
achievement of the second. Amelia was sit- 
ting at the piano ; she, Stanley, and Albert only 
were in the room ^ and when Albert had re- 
ceived the silent cue, he very correctly went to 
the door which opened into the lawn, and left 
the lovers together. 

For Stanley this was a most anxious moment 
and even Amelia felt rather confused and awk* 
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ward^ and ran over the keys with a tremulous 
hand, and struck an infinite variety of imper- 
feet chords, and played really in the most un- 
scientific manner possible ; for it is a striking 
fact that she absolutely anticipated something 
bearing the semblance of a declaration at that 
very moment. 

^^ Miss Joliffe,'^ said Stanley, after a pause 
which created a powerful sensation ; and he 
stuck at this point for a second or two, and 
then resumed, — " That is a very sweet air you 
were playing/^ 

^* Yes — ^it — you have heard it before, I be- 
lieve V^ And as she spoke, her eyes involun- 
tarily met his ; and she turned very pale, and 
slightly trembled. 

" Amelia,^' said Stanley, and their eyes again 
met, ** I cannot be mistaken. We love — yes, 
1 feel that we love each other fondly. Am 1 
not correct ? That look renders me happy in 
the conviction of my proudest anticipation 
being realised." And he kissed her fair brow, 
which in an instant became crimson, as if by 
magic. "From the moment I first had the 
happiness to see you,'^ he continued, pressing 
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her still tremulous hand with all the fervour of 
affection, " I have loved — may I not now say 
my own dear Amelia? I am impatient «-you 
will say that 1 am ; but, Amelia, you will con- 
sent to my speaking upon this subject to your 
father ? — I knew that you would ?' he continued 
as she slightly-— or, as he thought that she 
slightly — pressed the hand which held hers, 
and he fervently kissed the hand he held, and 
said " Bless you, my Amelia !^' as Albert, with- 
out any strict regard unto the correctness of 
the tune, but with electric effect, sang, *• And 
Fm commg ! and Fm coming /" which in itself 
was strictly proper, inasmuch as the Captain at 
that very instant appeared upon the lawn. 

Stanley therefore retired from the piano with 
all the ease at his command, while Amelia at- 
tempted to play a £ctvourite fantasia \ but as 
she really made very sad havoc of the first 
dozen bars, she very naturally thought that if 
she turned over the leaves of her music-book 
rapidly instead, it would be, under the circum- 
stances, perhaps quite as well. 

"Well, General," said the Captain, as he 
entered with Albert, ^' we think of going for a 
ride ; will you join us ?'^ 
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"With pleasure/^ replied Stanley, being 
anxious to relieve Amelia. 

" My girl,^' cried the Captain, addressing 
Amelia, " come too ; the air will brace you/^ 

" Not this morning, papa,^^ said Amelia tre- 
mulously. 

"You are not welV^ said the Captain, as 
he kissed her. " There, there, run away to your 
mamma ; she will make you more cheerful.^' 

Amelia was but too happy to leave the 
room, which she did very promptly, when the 
horses having been ordered, the General, with 
the Captain and Albert, mounted at once. 

Stanley, in Amelia^s view, never looked so 
elegant as he did on passing the window of the 
chamber to which she had retired. 

After riding pretty smartly for nearly an 
hour, the Captain, as usual, pulled up, with the 
view of talking, while his horse was in a short 
jolting trot, which, he held, had a more direct 
tendency not only to strengthen a man's lungs 
but to reduce every corporeal exuberance than 
any other description of exercise. To prove 
this position, whether disputed or not, he in- 
variably put forth himself as an example ; and 
certainly, while he had no superabundance of 
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flesh, his lungs were of an order the 
most powerful. Stanley, however, paid little 
attention to these distinguishing characteris- 
tics at the moment ; but embracing the first 
opportunity that offered, said, " Captain, will 
you allow me to have five minutes' conversation 
in the library with you after dinner ?*' 

*^ Of course 1 But what is it, General ? 
Out with it now.^' 

" I wish,^' said Stanley, '* to speak quietly 
on a subject of some importance.'^ 

" Ay, I see ; and that you can't very com- 
fortably do in a trot. No ; very few can ; but 
I have had five-and-twenty years' practice.^' 
And the Captain then commenced a long tale, 
which reached from Richmond to Seringapatam 
and back, after lashing the Peninsula, the great 
object of which was to demonstrate that had he 
not practised the art of talking while trotting, 
he should have been, years ago, a dead man. 

Amelia, who had been anxiously watching 
their return from the window of her dressing- 
room, felt her trepidation increase as they en- 
tered the gates ; for during their absence, 
although she was unable to conceive what 
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objection her father could have to one who was 
in all respects so perfect as Stanley, she had 
imagined it possible, just possible, that some 
difficulty might be raised ; and that very pos- 
sibility, unsupported as it appeared to be by 
anything probable, kept her in a state of the 
most painful suspense. She however resolved 
to preserve as tranquil a bearing as possible 
while at dinner ; and Stanley, with the view of 
relieving her from all embarrassment, addressed 
nearly the whole of his observations to Mrs. 
Joliffe, who held him in high admiration. 

** Now, General,'* said the Captain, when the 
ladies had retired, *^ we may as well settle this 
business here. It is warmer than in the 
library.*^ And he drew nearer the fire, as 
Albert left the room. 

" Sir,'' said Stanley, " I feel that I shall but 
awkwardly open this affair/^ 

'^ Well, if that be the case. General, come 
to the point at once/* 

^* To come, then, at once to the point,*' said 
Stanley ; " I love — Amelia." 

The Captain looked at him steadily, and rather 
sternly for several seconds, when relaxing his 
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features, he said, ** Well, well, there is nothing 
Tcry incorrect in that. And you wish to 
propose— eh ? That^ I presume, is the 
point** 

** It is," returned Stanley ; " and your con- 
sent will not, I hope, be withheld." 

" Why — why,*' said the Captain, pursing his 
lips very thoughtfully, and filling his glass, 
** my girl is a good girl j but then she is young 
— very young; you are both very young. 
However, Stanley, this ismy answer: I have my- 
self no objection to you personally ; on the con- 
trary, I admire your character, as far as I have 
seen it developed. If, therefore, you can prove 
to me — what indeed I have at present no 
reason to doubt — that you are in a position to 
support my girl in a style to which she has 
ever been accustomed, — (for, being a poor 
soldier, I can give her but little,) — I will con- 
sent to your marriage, provided of course, that 
all parties will be willing to sign the contract,— 
in five or six years.'* 

Five or six years ! Had the Captain said 
five or six thousand, it would not have struck 
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Stanley as being more absurd. " Five or six 
years !^' he exclaimed, on recovering from the 
state of astonishment into which it had 
thrown him, for it really seemed for the mo- 
ment to have taken away his breath. " Five 
or six years! You are not serious, I pre- 
sume ?^' 

** Indeed I never was more serious in my 
life. Would you marry my daughter now ? — 
you, who have seen nothing, absolutely no- 
thing, of the world ! Why, sir, it would be 
about the most insane act of which you could 
by any possibility be guilty." 

** But five or six years V^ repeated Stanley, 
to whom it still appeared an age. ^' Why five 
or six years ?^' 

"Understand me,'' replied Captain JoliflPe. 
" I have lived a long time in the world, and 
know something of the passions by which 
men are actuated ; something of the rocks 
upon which men split, and of the temptations 
to which they are exposed. I never will, 
consent, therefore, to the marriage of my 
daughter with any man, however briUiant may 
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be his prospects, unless be has seen at least 
^something of the world; nor would any father, 
who has seen what I have seen, and who has 
the happiness of his child at heart, as I have, 
God bless her! Take my advice; think of 
marrying no one until you have had five or six 
years more experience ; and then, as you will 
know many thousand things, of which you can- 
not now even dream, you will come to me, and 
say, if I should live so long, * I feel that you 
have been my best friend ;' and you will have 
cause to feel it till you sink into the grave, 
and your children will have reason to bless 
me/' 

" But why not say one year V' urged Stanley* 
^^ On reflection you must yourself admit that 
five is an immense length of time/' 

" Believe me, Stanley, to be your firiend when 
I state that I am inflexible upon this point 
namely, that nothing shall induce me to con- 
sent to your marriage with Amelia in less than 
five years ; therefore fill your glass and say no 
more about it. Continue to come as usual. 
I shall at all times be happy to see you — ^if 
possible, more so, than ever I have been ; but 

VOL. I. F 
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don't cherish a thought that any power upon 
earth can shake my expressed determination. 
But come, come, come, let us join the people 
above. Reflect on what I have said, and.be 
wise." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

PROVBS HOW POWERFUL SOPHISTRY IS WHBN AN 
ELOPEMENT IS THE OBJECT PROPOSED. 

As Stanley entered the drawing-room with 
the Captain^ Amelia rivetted her eyes apon 
him with an expression of anxiety the most 
intense. Her fondest hopes were not to be 
realized ! — she felt in an instant that they were 
not ; his features betrayed the disappointment 
he had experienced^ and she burst into tears. 

" Amelia ! Amelia V whispered Albert, who 
had been endeavouring to amuse her during the 
conference below. '^ Courage, my girl, cou- 
rage P' 

Amelia strove to conceal her tears, and suc- 
ceeded in doing so effectually from her father; 
but Stanley in a moment perceived her agita- 
tion, and therefore assumed an air of comparar 
tive content, which somewhat relieved her« 

F 2 
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"You have no thought of leaving us to- 
night^ General, have you ?'' said the Captain, as 
gaily as if nothing had transpired. 

" I have ordered my cab at ten/' replied 
Stjailey, " as I must be in town early in the 
morning/' 

" Well, you will dine with us to-morrow ?" 

Stanley bowed; and although Amelia con* 

ceived that bow to be somewhat too distant, 

she was unable to reconcile the tone of her 

father with the idea of his bavipg withheld his 

consent. She therefore panted between hope 

and fear until Stanley embraced an opportunity 
of joining her at the table at which she was 

apparently reading^when he communicated the 

result of his conference with the Captain, who, 

with his Udy, had just commenced a game of 

chess. 

" Then why did you look so serious ?*' said 
Amelia, when Stanley had explained, *'You 
cannot conceive how much you alarmed me P' 

" Five years !" whispered Stanley. " It is 
an age !" 

" Oh, the time will quickly pass,'* said Ame- 
lia ; " ajid we shall have, X hope, many^ very 
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many happy hours in each other's society in the 
interim. It is not as if we were to be sepa- 
rated for five years/' 

At this moment Stanley's cab was announced, 
and although he soon after took leave with 
great gentleness, in driving to town he deve- 
loped all the wild impetuosity of his ' nature. 

Bob occupied the smallest conceivable space 
in the extreme comer of the vehicle. He pfer- 
cdved at a glance that there was something 
rather wrong, and winked, with a view to the 
acknowledgment of the quickness of his per^ 
ception, several times in dark parts of the road. 
The horse flew over the ground with unpar- 
alleled swiftness ; for albeit the whip was not 
used, an occasionally angry whiss f seemed to 
strike the conviction into him that nothing less 
than lightning speed would do ; and hence, on 
reaching town, his wide crimson nostrils were 
expanded to the utmost stretch, while his neck, 
back, and haunches, were covered with foam. 

Five years ! Stanley felt it impossible to wait 
five : pooh 1 he could not, he would not 1 Tet 
what could be done ? Why, what must be done 
in such a case ? And yet Amelia was a gentle^ 
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patieht creature, ,whom he knew lihe idea of an 
elopement would shock. No matter : she loyed 
him — he firmly believed that she loyed him 
fondly, passionately j and this was, in his view, 
'i^ufficient to justify the attempt. 

On the following day, therefore, he started 
again for Richmond ; and as he then appeared 
to be somewhat more tranquil^ Bob did what 
he dared not do at the time, namely, 
venture to intimate something which had re- 
ference to his strong disapproval of the state of 
his horse the night preceding. An angry glance 
from Stanley, however, convinced him that it 
was not even then a safe course to pursue, and 
he, therefore, under the circumstances, wisely 
held his peace. 

On his arrival, Stanley foimd the Captain 
out, and Amelia walking thoughtfully in th^ 
garden. She appeared to be somewhat deject- 
ed, while her beautiful Italian greyhound had 
dropped his tail, and was looking in the face of 
his gentle mistress with all the intelligence of 
which those animals are capable, apparently 
with the view of ascertaining what weighed 
upon her heart. 
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** Amelia !'' cried Stanley ; and she turned 
and flew to meet him, and the dog, as it bound-* 
ed up the path, seemed filled with delight. 

^* I scarcely expected this happiness to-day/' 
said Amelia, smiling as she blushed. '' I much 
feared that my dear fiaither— -that is — ^but come, 
come, you must not be impatient ! We are 
yet young. The time will swiftly fly away, 
will it not ?'• 

^^ Amelia,'' said Stanley, still holding her 
hands, and watching her eyes intently, ^' I can- 
not wait five years.*' 

** Come, you must not speak sd," said Ame- 
lia, gaily, ^^ I shall really begin to be jealous if 
you do." 

** Then you cannot really love me. Where 
love is, there confidence also must be ; and 
confidence and jealousy cannot co-exist. 

" Then," said Amelia, who never dreamed of 
opposing anything he advanced. ^'Then I 
never can be jealous, for I do love you — 
dearly !" 

*^ If then you love me——'* 

*' If /'* interrupted Amelia, playfully pouting 
her beautiful lips. 
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*^ Well, then, as you love in«, you vrill not 
deny me one favour.*' 

^^ What is it?'' 

^^ Nay, nay 1 — you must promise me first." 

' ** My Stanley, I will promise. Secure in 

your honour and the purity of every motive by 

which you are guided, I feel that I can deny 

you nothing. What is it ?" 

Stanley paused. He felt that he mi^t be 
too precipitate, and tiberefore at l^gth said, 

^* My dearest love, I will tell you— before I 
leave.'' 

^* No, now: pray, pray, teU me now: it is 
Cruel to keep ine in suspense/' 

"Amelia, we are, as you have said, both 
young. It is hence that your father named 
this odious five years' probation ; but why 
should we waste in doubts and fears the sweet- 
est hours of our youth, the very period at 
which we are most susceptible of happiness ? 
—why, why, my love, when we have that hap- 
piness within our reach should we fail to em- 
brace it ?" 

** I admit," said Amelia, " that it appears a 
long time : but then, perhaps, you will be able 
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to prevail on papa to name a somewhat shorter 
period/* 

'^ Impossible ! The last words he uttered 
when conversing on this subject were that he 
was upon this point inflexible ; that nothing 
on earth could alter his expressed determina^ 
tion. Why then should this be ? Granted 
we are young : what brilliant examples 
have we of the union of persons under jpre- 
cisely similar circumstances ! Why should 
tve be forbidden to act like others ? Why 
should the ban be peculiarly upon us ? My 
Amelia ! — do you believe that we shall be 
happy?'* 
" Indeed, indeed, I do ; oh, most happy !'* 
" Then why not at once ? — ^Amelia,*' he con- 
tinued, as he perceived her eyes suddenly droop, 
^^ you understand me. I have done all that a 
man of honour could do. I have solicited — 
earnestly solidted — ^your hand from the hands 
of your father, who has consented to our union, 
but with a proviso which both you and I deem 
unnecessary, if not unjust. What more can I 
do ? My love, I can do no more, and therefore, 

p 3 
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as we cannot at once^ mth his consent^ be 
united^ there is but one course which, in justice 
to ourselves——-" 

"Stanley— Stanley !'* cried Amelia, " do not 
name it. As you love me say no more on the 
subject, I beseech you ! I cannot, must not, 
dare not entertain the thought/' 

" Reflect, my sweet Amelia ; reflect calmly 
upon the subject. I do not require an answer 
now ! — say a week hence — a month !** 

'* My Stanley, I will not love you if you urge 
this matter further. Indeed, you must never 
allude to it again. A year, a century, would 
be insufficient to win my consent to that. But 
you are not serious ! Say that you were but 
jesting, and I will love you more dearly than 
ever.** 

" Amelia, I cannot say that. I am serious.'* 

** Oh Stanleys consider well what it. is you 
would have me do ! Think of my dear father 
^nd of my mother, my kind, fond mother, 
whose .affection for me is, and ever has been, 
most ardent ! You tt^ould not have me utterly 
destroy that affection ?*' 
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" I would not,** replied Stanley. 

^ I knew it ! I knew that you would not. 
Oh, for^ve me for having had the thought.^' 

^'But, my love^you take a superficial yiew of 
this matter. Your mother might weep, and 
your father might be angry ; but all this would 
be but ephemeral. They would soon become 
reconciled." 

*^ Never, Stanley, never ! My poor mother 
indeed, mighty if her heart were not broken by 
the shock; but my father never would! Oh> 
Stanley, Stanley, banish the thought for ever, 
I never can, I never wiU *' 

^^ When you are calm, my love j reflect when 
you are cahn.'^ 

*^ I am calm,'' rejoined Amelia firmly ; ^* quite 
calm. I love you — you know that I love you 
— most fondly ; but never, Stanley, never will 
I take that step." 

Stanley said no more. He dropped his hands, 
which still held hers ; and having led her across 
the lawn into the parlour, he stood over her 
in silence for some moments, when, kissing 
her brow afi^ectionately, he left her in tears. 

He paced the lawn for some considerable time 
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in deep thought. He could not tell what 
course to pursu,e« Eventually, however, he 
walked round to the stables, ordered his cab, 
and drove towards town. On the road he met 
llie Captain, who endeavoured to prevail upon 
him to return ; but, without the slightest ma- 
nifestation of disappointment, he declined and 
drove on. 

Poor Amelia had no idea of his having left. 
As she sat absorbed in tears she expected him 
every moment to re-enter the i^oom. She dried 
her eyes, and looked again and again towards 
the lawn. She could not see him. She went 
into the garden. No Stanley was there. He 
surely could not have left her so ! She would 
not believe that he had. Even when she as- 
certained that he had driven off, she felt sure 
that he would shortly return ; but when the 
Captain came home and explained that he had 
seen him, her worst fears were realised, and 
although she laboured hard, and to some extent 
successfully, to conceal her emotion, the 
thought of his having left her under the cir* 
cumstancea without a word, was &e most 
bitter pang she had ever endured* 
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She had still, however, the hope of seeing 
him on the morrow; but then the morrow 
came without Stanley, Well, surely on the 
next day ! The next day also came without 
Stanley ; and the next and the next : a week, 
which seemed a year, passed, but Stanley did 
not come. 

The Captain thought it strange, and sent 
Albert to ascertain if he were ill : but excuses 
came back without Stanley. Another week 
passed. The Captain sent no more. He began 
to regard it as a matter of extreme delicacy 
under the circumstances ; and Albert left for 
Cambridge. 

Amelia now called into action all the power 
she possessed, with the view of enabling her 
to bear up against it. But then the thought 
of baying lost him for ever ! The third week 
passed. The colour left her cheeks : her eyes 
lost their wonted fire — ^her spirits their usual 
buoyancy: yet what could be done ? She felt 
that to write to him would be incorrect ; and 
yet could there be anything very indelicate in 
the pursuit of such a course ? When a month 
had passed she could endure it no longer. She 
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would write^ aad did to the following ef- 
fect :— 

^* My Dear Stanley^ 
"If Amelia be not utterly despised you will 
come down to Richmond at once. Oh 1 Stan- 
ley, I cannot endure it. I am distracted. It 
is cruel, very cruel. My heart is too full to 
say more^ but believe me to be still your most 
affectionate^ although almost broken-hearted 

" Amelia.'^ 

On the receipt of this, Stanley — albeit he 
could not help feeling its force— experienced 
more than that common satisfaction which 
springs from the success of a deeply laid 
scheme. It developed precisely that state of 
mind to which he had been ardently anxious to 
bring her. He had kept away expressly in 
order to prove that he had enslaved her by 
making her feel that his absence was intole- 
rable. He therefore detained the servant whom 
she had secretiy despatched^ and wrote the 
following answer ;— 
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** My own swbet girl, 
^* You are still, and ever will be, dearer to me 
than life ; but my absence has been prompted 
by the conviction, that during the probationary 
period which has been named, and which» 
indeed, you have sanctioned, it were better, as 
that period mtist elapse, for us to communicate 
with each other as seldom as possible, lest I 
may be tempted to renew those solicitations 
which appear to be so utterly abhorrent to 
your feelings. I will, however, as you desire 
it, drive down in the morning, when I hope to 
find you perfectly well. 

" I am, my Amelia, still your own 

** Stanley.*' 

This greatly relieved her. It reanimated her 
hopes. She felt that she was still beloved by 
him whom she adored, and was comparatively 
happy ; and when he came the next morning 
«lie endeavoured to smile with her accustomed 
sweetness, and forbore to employ even the 
accents of reproof; but Stanley perceived that 
)she had endured the most intense mental 
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agony, and that^ as he was still most affec- 
tionately attentive, she loved him if possible 
more fondly than before. 

The subject teas not renewed. Not a syllable 
having reference to his absence passed his 
lips, save to the Captain, to whom he made 
certain specious excuses. He dined there; and 
as he endeavoured to enslave her still more by 
calling up all his powers of fascination, he left 
her so happy ! He went the next day and the 
next } still not a single syllable on the subject 
breathed ; but, on the day following that, he 
renewed the attack, having found that he had 
so completely gained her heart as to render 
resistance improbable in the extreme. 

** My dear Amelia,'* said he, as they sat in 
the arbour; ** I cannot of course tell, love, how 
^ot^feel; but really, in your society, I expe- 
rience such happiness V* 

^^ Indeed, my Stanley, it is mutual," said 
Amelia. ^^ It is hence that your absence in* 
duced so much anguish/* 

**Why, then,'* said Stanley, "should we 
ever be absent from each other? Amelia! 
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forgive me ; but I feel that I must again urge 
my suit. I must again try to prevail upon you 
to listen to that which ' 

^^ Stanley, Stanley I'' said Amelia, bursting 
into tears ; ^^ pniy^ pray do not mention that 
subject again/' 

^*I know your extreme delicacy/' he con* 
tinned, ^^ and appreciate it highly ; but let Ine 
reason with you for a moment. Tou believe 
that your parents have your happiness at 
heart?'' 

'' Oh ! yes/' rephed Amelia. " Of that I 
am convinced." 

" How then can you believe that they would 
be angry to see you happy ?'' 

** I do not/' said Amelia. " I feel that no* 
thing could impart to them greater delight/' 

^* Then you do not expect to be happy with 
me?" 

*^ O Stanley ! you know I feel sure that our 
happiness would be perfect." 

"Then how can you suppose that when they 
see that you are happy, their anger will last ?'* 

Amelia's head drooped, and she was silent. 

" Come," continued Stanley, "come, look at 
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this matter in a rational point of view. I be-* 
lieve^ fully believe^ their affection to be firm ; 
but I cannot associate firmness with the love 
which one venial act of disobedience can for 
ever destroy. My sweet girl ! confide in me ! 
•—All, aU, will be wdL Come say, my love> 
say that you will at once be mine !'' 

^* O Stanley V' cried Amelia, who was able to 
resist no longer, ^^ you are indeed my soul^s 
guide. Tou will be kind to me, my love ? Oh^ 
yes ! — I feel, I know that you will be kind to 
me.^' 

^^ This i9 a moment of happiness 1 Now do 
I feel that you love me indeed ! My dear girl, 
words are insufficient to express the ardour of 
my affection : my life shall be devoted to prove 
it. Prepare, my sweet, at once. Let our hap* 
piness to-morrow be complete. Once over, 
and all will be well. I may depend upon your 
firmness !*' 

" Stanley, I will be firm !" 

They then returned from the arbour, and 
after dinner, Stanley having delivered into her 
hands a paper containing a few brief instruc- 
tions, and extorted from her another declaration 
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that her mind was made up, led, with the view 
of making the arrangements which were essen- 
tial to the performance of the highly important 
business of the morrow* 

The moiTow came ; and at ten o'clock Stan- 
ley was at breakfast at an inn at Richmond ; 
and at eleven a lady closely veiled^ enveloped 
in a bronze satin cloak, and attended by a ser- 
vant, inquired for Mr. Fitzgerald, and was im- 
mediately shown — according to instructions — 
into the room which Stanley occupied. He 
received this lady with great formality, and di- 
rected the waiter, by whom she had been in- 
troduced, to send his servant up immediately ; 
but the moment they were alone, Stanley em- 
braced her, exclaiming, ^^ My noble girl ! now 
have I proved your devotion.*' 

^^ My Stanley,'* said Amelia, who trembled 
with great violence, and looked pale as death 
as she spoke, — **thus far — thus far, have I 
kept my word 3 but on my knees, I implore 
you to urge me no further.*' 

^^ Hush /*' cried Stanley, raising her as Bob^ 
who knew his cue, knocked at the door. ^^ Con- 
fide in me, my sweet wife ! — Still, still confide 
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in me ! Come in/' he added^ and Bob most 
respectfully entered, hat in hand. 
. With all possible delicacy, and with innumer- 
able cheering expressions, Stanley proceeded to 
divest Amelia of her bonnet and cloak, which he 
placed with great tact upon Bob, who appeared 
to be inexpressibly delighted. He was, it is 
true, somewhat shorter than Amelia; but that 
was of no great importance, as it merely made 
his train a little longer, and while he felt that the 
style of the bonnet became him well> he held 
the muff in the most lady-like manner imagin- 
able. 

While Bob was uniting the little hooks and 
eyes from the top to the very bottom of the 
cloak, with the laudable view of concealing his 
boots effectually, Stanley was preparing Ame- 
Ua's disguise — Bob's hat and his own roque- 
laure. 

" Now," said Stanley, " let us see, sir, how 
much like a lady you can walk.'* And Bob 
paced the room with all the dignity and grace at 
his command, although he occasionally turned 
to look at his train, and laughed with infinite 
enthusiasm while Stanley was endeavouring to 
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raise the spirits of Amelia^ who had sunk 
into a chair in a state of exhaustion. 

" My dear, sweet girl V* cried Stanley, " have 
confidence : have courage. Be assured that we 
shall both have cause to bless this happy day. 
Now/' he continued, addressing Bob, "you 
know, sir, what you have to do ; take care that 
you do it well.'* 

"I will, sir. God bless you, miss,'' said 
Bob, " I wish you joy, and many happy re- 
turns ;'' and having curtsied, and veiled himself 
closely, he walked with due elegance from 
the inn, promptly followed by the Captain's 
servant. 

Stanley had no sooner seen Bob safely off, 
than he completed Amelia's disguise, rang for 
the bill, and ordered his cab to be brought to 
the door as soon as possible ; and as the waiter 
saw Bob, as he believed, upon a chair with his 
hat on, he naturally inferred that he had 
been taken very suddenly ill, and hence pro- 
ceeded at once to obey orders. The horse 
was already harnessed. He had but to be 
put to ; and when the bill was brought, the 
cab was at the door. Stanley, therefore, ii^ 
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an instant settled the amount ; and to the 
great admiration of the attendants^ who re- 
garded him as a kind and most considerate 

master^ assisted poor Amelia with great care 
into the cab^ stepped rounds seized the reins, 
and drove off< 
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CHAPTER VII. 

BOB TAKES HIS PBDBSTBIAN TOUR IN0OO« 

When James^ the devoted servant by whom 
Amelia had been attended to the inn, followed 
Bob^ he did not entertain the smallest doubt 
about his being his young mistress j for while 
he knew the cloak and bonnet so remarkably 
well, that he could have sworn conscientiously 
to either^ Bob walked with indisputable ele- 
gance and ease— a fiict which will by no means 
be considered extraordinary on its being an- 
nounced that Stanley had trained him through- 
out the whole of the previous night, by 
making him pace the widow's drawing-room 
clad in her habiliments, until he became sa- 
tisfied with the graceful character of his car- 
riage, which could not in the nature of things 
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happen, albeit the practice was extremely se- 
vere, until just as the day began to dawn. 

In consequence of this training. Bob natural- 
ly felt somewhat fatigued ; but it must not be 
presumed that this circumstance tended, even in 
the slightest degree, to subdue his spirit. On 
the contrary, he gloried in the performance of 
the task ; he held it to be a thing in which his 
honour was involved, and felt proud of having 
been chosen to play a part so peculiarly import- 
ant. But the particular consideration from 
which he derived the greatest pleasTire, was 
that of how he should work the respectable 
victim behind him. He was able to dive to some 
considerable depth into the thoughts, the 
secret thoughts of that individual ; and as he 
had a peculiarly aristocratic contempt for him, 
— ^holding him as he did, notwithstanding his 
cockade, to be in the social scale, pne chalk be- 
low him — he resolved to make him feel before 
he had done with him, that in life there are 
positions more congenial to the feelings of a 
respectable person than that which he occu- 
pied then. 

In limine^ however. Bob had one great difE- 
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culty to surmount : he knew nothing of the 
vicinity of Richmond. He had a perfect know- 
ledge only of the direct road to town, and as 
he wished to avoid going that way, he had 
turned round by Petersham Rise on specula- 
tion ; but as to the point to which it led, or to 
which it was likely to lead, he was in a state of 
the most absolute ignorance. He nevertheless 
went to the bottom boldly, and made a little 
turn to the right; but as he found that the very 
narrow path he was pursuing had a tendency to 
lead him back to Richmond, he branched off at 
once to the left, and thus approached the noble 
porch of a magnificent edifice, the appearance 
of which struck him as being so extraordinary 
that he stopped, partly in order to lose a little 
time, and partly with a view of lavishing upon 
that edifice looks of admiration. The parti- 
cular architectural order of this noble fane — and 
nothing cdn be more correct than to state, with- 
out any unnecessary delay, that it was Peters- 
ham church before which he stopped — is pecu- 
liarly its own. It is neither Tuscan, Doric, Ionic, 
Corinthian, nor Composite ; nor does it belong 
to any of those three whicl^ m^odern architects 
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in their wantonness have designated Gothic^ 
French, and Persian. It forms an order of itself, 
which, moreover, never has been, and probably 
never will be, copied in any civilised part of 
the globe. Bob viewed its extraordinary steeple, 
which ^' pointing to the skies,'' stands boldly in 
the fall development of its height, which being 
nearly three feet and three quarters from its 
base to its ball, forcibly strikes, even in the 
present day, the eyes of all beholders. He 
then directed his attention to the wonderfal 
tower upon which it stands in all its glory ; 
and having with critical minuteness examined 
the twelve triumphal turrets, composed of an- 
tique bricks and mortar, by which the tower 
itself is surmounted, he was about to take ^ 
view of the glorious ecclesiastical chimney, of 
which the pot pretty nearly reaches the sum- 
mit of the noble cupola, when Sir Samuel Ray, 
whom he had often seen at the Captain's house, 

and whom he knew to be on terms of extreme 
intimacy with the family, turned into the pas-? 
sage in which he was standing. 

Bob was startled. What was to be done in 
this extremity ? If he met him. Sir Samuel 
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was certain to speak ; and if he walked back. 
Sir Samuel was certain to follow. He had not 
much time then to turn over many ideas in his 
mind, and therefore resolved at once to cut Sir 
Samuel dead. 

He accordingly gathered up his veil in treble 
flutes, with the view of making his face as in- 
visible as possible, and walked on ; and as Sir 
Samuel raised his hat in the similitude of a pre- 
liminary to some highly-complimentary greet- 
ing. Bob tossed his head proudly, and averting 
his face, passed on with an air of disdain the 
most superb. 

Sir Samuel looked — of course he looked; 
and so did James, who, nevertheless, felt per- 
fectly justified in touching his hat to Sir Sa- 
muel, conceiving, as he did very wisely, that he 
had nothing to do with any misunderstanding 
that might have arisen between them. Still he 
could not but look ; for he thought it very re- 
markable, especially as the existence of any 
such misunderstanding was a circumstance of 
which he was altogether unconscious. 

Having arrived at the end of, the church- 
passage, to his entire satisfaction, Bob turned 

G 2 
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to the right, and went on until he saw some 
white gates, which he entered, in the perfect 
conviction that the avenue before him led some-r 
where. Up this avenue, accordingly he walked^ 
and on reaching the top, found another to 
the left^ which had no gravelled path ; and as 
it had rained almost incessantly during the 
three preceding weeks, the narrow track which 
pedestrians had established by wearing away 
the grass, was particularly filthy. Instead, 
however, of being induced by this circum- 
stance to retrace his steps. Bob proceeded, and 
soon found it a source of great comfort to him, 
seeing that James' shoes were long-quartered 
and very thin, and hi3 hose were of the purest 
virgin whiteness. On, therefore, he went, slip- 
ping about in all directions, for the path was 
very boggy, and the mud was very greasy, and 
James followed him, although it really turned 
the whole of his notions of cleanliness comr 
pletely inside out. He tried at first to pick 
his way with great presence of mind, and did 
for a time hop about with much energy ; but 
when, having got into the thick of it, the mud 
had sucked his right shoe off, and nearly fille4 
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it^ he gave the affair up as hopeless^ and took 
the bogs as they came with the most ex- 
emplary resignation^ although he did undeni-* 
ably perspire at every pore ; for whenever a 
part presented itself of a character more filthy 
than the parts adjacent^ that part Bob invari- 
ably took. 

By dint of extraordinary perseverance they 
eventually arrived at the end of this avenue, and 
having passed the gates there established, found 
themselves upon Ham Common, where a posse 
of little raggamuffins made some remarks upon 
the disgusting state of James's white stockings, 
which James, however, treated with appropriate 
contempt, being unable to leave his post 
although it is iiot by any means clear that he 
would have borne it so tranquilly had he been 
alone. 

On reaching the common. Bob, instead of 
going round by the pond on the right, like a 
decent respectable Christian, went straight over 
£he grass, making each footstep visible six 
inches deep, while every hole thus made was 
immediately filled up with water. 

To affirm that James approved of this pro- 
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ceeding were to affirm that ^hich is not parti- 
cularly true. He did not ; but then how could 
he act ? How could he help himself? Having 
reached, however, as nearly as possible the mid- 
dle of the common, he saw a small hope near the 
horizon riding gallantly on a cloud, which bore 
a remarkably black threatening aspect. This 
he hailed as a blessing, and stepping a little 
closer to Bob, said, with all due humility, " I 
beg pardon. Miss, — ^but if you please, I think 
we^re going to have a shower.** 

Of this Bob took no other notice than that 
of tossing his head superciliously. 

^^Well,** observed James to himself, some-* 
what piqued, ^^ I only mentioned it. Let her 
catch her death if she likes — what do I care ? 
Let her be laid up for a month with the rheu- 
matiz — what^s it to me ? I only wish she wasn't 
a-going for to take such a tower/* 

This last observation was excessively natural, 
and much to the purpose ; for he really began 
to think that they had already walked quite far 
enough, taking all things into consijderation, 
including the mud. Bob, however, was deci- 
dedly not of this opinion, and hence he kept 
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straight on until he reached the other side of 
the common, when he turned very deliberately 
to the right, and having passed through a gate, 
which an old woman had opened with a very 
low curtsey, he got at once into a sort of lane, 
which promised, greatly to his satisfaction, to 
be a long one. 

" Well,'^ said James, who really felt tired, 
for beyond all dispute, the t)rocess of walking 
any great distance slowly is fatiguing, ^^ I should 
like to know how much further she^s a-going., 
I hope she^ll have enough on it afore she gets 
home.^' 

This acute observation did not reach Bob, 
— and if it had, it would not have made even 
the smallest difference ; for he felt at that 
moment more highly pleased than ever, having 
just turned a little to the left, and found him- 
self in another long lane, which appeared to 
have no end at all. 

After walking down this lane for about a mile 
and a half, James began to look at the thing 
very seriously indeed. Had he known how 
far he had to go, or even where, without any 
immediate reference to the distance, or any* 
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thing, however slight, about it, he would not 
have cared so much; but called upon as he 
was, to walk on and on, at the rate of about 
half a mile an hour, in a state of utter dark- 
ness as to where he was going, and without any 
earthly object in view than that of continuing 
to follow, it was really so dreadfully tiresome, 
^hat he himself began to wonder how flesh and 
blood could stand it. 

Where was she oflf to? What could she 
have got into her head ? When did she mean 
to turn ? What time could she expect to get 
back ? These were questions which he found 
it impossible to solve. It was a profound mys- 
tery to him. He could not fathom it at all ! 
for Bob still kept on, the grace and dignity of 
his deportment being interfered with only by 
an occasional convulsive, but half-suppressed 
chuckle. 

At length the ancient town of Kingston met 
their view, and the spirits of the victim did 
somewhat revive. "At all events,^* said he, 
" this is the end of the tower, and may her 
legs ache well afore she gets back.'* The pro- 
bability of such an occurrence in some degree 
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restored him to good humour, and he drew off 
his gloves to put up his collar, and to raise his 
cravat, with the view^of making himself appear 
as respectable under the circumstances as pos- 
sible; but no sooner had they entered the 
town than Bob deliberately turned into the 
King's Arms public-house, and called for a 
glass of hot brandy and water. 

James, who stood at the door, looked amazed. 
He was perfectly bewildered. He peeped in again 
and again, and saw Bob at the bar, with the glass 
to his lips. What! a delicate and highly-ac- 
complished young lady bounce boldly into a 
common public-house, call for a glass of hot 
brandy and water, and drink it at the bar ! 
He could have relished a little himself cer- 
tainly, for he felt very faint ; but the idea ! 

" I say,'* said he to a coach-porter standing 
near the door, — " I say, get us a pint of ale ; 
I'm fit to drop. Good luck to you, make 
haste ?' 

The porter darted into the house with all 
possible speed; when Bob, who knew as well 
what they were after as they did themselves, 
unexpectedly finished his glass and walked out. 

G 3 
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The porter followed with the ale very promptly. 
'^ Give us hold,^^ cried James^ in an energetic 
whisper. "Only let^s h%ve one pull.'^ And 
he accordingly on the instant seized the pot ; 
but in his eagerness^ not only poured a portion 
of the beverage over his collar and cravat, and 
down the bosom of his shirt, thus spoiling the 
respectability of his appearance altogether, but 
the first mouthful went " the wrong way !^'— 
a slight accident^ which made him spurt and 
cough with unequivocal violence. "Catch 
hold V* said he, as soon as he had recovered the 
power to speak. " Here, give us the change- 
quick !^' when , straining to keep down his 
cough as the hot water streamed from his eyes 
he continued to follow Bob, who highly en- 
joyed it. 

This alone was enough for a man like James, 
but when he had sufficiently recovered himself 
to see his way with distinctness, a feeling of 
horror crept over him on perceiving that Bob 
was still going y/'owj Richmond. 

" Why, what — why — why — where is she off 
to now i*^ he exclaimed, as they passed over 
the bridge. " If this isn't a comfort, I don't 



STANLEY THORN. 131 

know what is. Who would be a servant ? But 
never mind^ she^ll soon give in, for all she has 
had a glass of brandy and water. I wonder 
she ain't beastly ; but they'll smell my lady ; 
they're safe to find her out when she gets home : 
that's one consolation, anyhow. But let's just 
see now, how far she tvUl go. I'll warrant I'll 
keep it up as long as she can. Let her walk on. 
Who cares ? Lef s just see, now, who'll be 
the first to give in." 

Unconscious of this manly challenge, Bob 
still pursued his course ; but the spirit of the 
challenger was quickly subdued. 

" Where can she be going ?" he exclaimed in 
despair. ^^ It is all very fine, but — ^Well," he 
continued, clutching a newly-created hope with 
surpassing promptitude and tightness, ^^she 
must ride back ; that's quite clear." 

This hope was, however, strangled in its 
earliest infancy, for Bob at that moment turned 
into Bushy Park, which, in the judgment of 
James, was more monstrous than all, for he 
happened to know the extent of that park, and 
Bob walked about as leisurely as if he had not 
been then more than a hundred yards from 
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home. He kept to no particular path^ but 
wandered here and there, as his fickle fancy 
happened to change. He at one time got very 
near the Hampton-Court gate, but he turned 
back, and walked round and round the park 
again, until James worked himself into such a 
state of mental excitement that he absolutely 
made up his mind to do something. 

" I mil speak ! Til speak, if I lose my 
place V he cried firmly. " They can't be off 
giving me a character.'* And he cleared his 
throat desperately, and shook his head with a 
reckless air, and said to Bob boldly, ^^ If you 
please. Miss, it's getting very late.*' 

" Fellor !" cried Bob, in a tone of virtuous 
indignation. " How dare you address a lady, 
fellor? What do you mean, sir, by follerin' 
of me ?" 

James stood aghast ! It was not his young 
mistress ! Really his state of mind became 
dreadful, as the conviction flashed vividly across 
bis active brain that he had been following a 
strange lady : he felt in fact perfectly paralysed. 

" I — I — I beg pardon, ma'am," he even- 
tually muttered ; " but it's quite a mistake.*' 
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"A mistake/' cried Bob, "you imperent 
fellor, you ! For two pins I*d give you in 
charge for a nuisance." 

Bob said no more. He felt that he had said 
quite enough, and therefore tossing his head 
with superb hauteur^ left James in a state of 
bewilderment so absolute that the whole of 
his intellectual functions appeared to be de- 
ranged. 

" Well/^ said he, when his faculties were a 
little restored, *^ here's a go! Here have I 
been the whole of this here blessed morning 
a-foUowing and a-foUowing that creature there 
miles after miles, like a fool; and when all 
comes to all, it ain't her ! Why, when I tell 
'em they won't believe me ; I wouldn't believe 
myself if I wasn't myself. Sha'n't I catch 
it ? I ought to have known it wasn't her. 
Is it likely that ^Ae would have waded through 
the muck 'all these miles ? Is it anything like 
anything likely ? Not a bit of it ! Jim, you're 



an ass !" 



Having arrived at this highly-satisfactory 
conclusion, he proceeded to retrace his steps ; 
but before he had reached the gates he sud- 
denly conceived an idea. 
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^* It was her cloak," said he, stopping re- 
markably short. '^ I'll take my solemn oath 
to the cloak." 

At this moment the whole affair struck him 
as being most extraordinary, and, as the force 
with which it struck him turned his head com- 
pletely round, he beheld Bob in the distance 
assuming a variety of inelegant and unladylike 
attitudes, holding his back and sides as if in 
laughing convulsions, and twisting, and stoop- 
ing, and slapping his knees in a state of un- 
adulterated rapture. 

"She stole it! I'll lay my life she stole 
it P* cried James, and he instantly took upon 
himself the entire responsibility of running 
back. 

Bob saw him coming, and inferred there- 
from that his suspicions had been awakened ; 
and, as he had not the slightest desire to be 
identified, he instantly started off; but, being 
totally unaccustomed to run in a lady^s cloak, 
although he had in his time jumped in a sack 
very cleverly, he found that it materially im- 
peded his progress. For the first hundred 
yards he held it up with great success ; but as 
it dropped while he endeavoured to adjust the 
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veil, winch annoyed him^ he stepped upon 
it, and down he went heavily. He cared 
not, however, two straws about that. It 
was not in his nature to give in. He scram* 
bled up again in an instant, but in doing so, 
tore the front breadths all to ribbons. He 
could do nothing at all with the little hooks 
and eyes ; they could not be prevailed upon 
to separate ; and hence, as James was gaining 
fast upon him, he at once tore the cloak com- 
pletely off, and left that, with the Uttle muff, 
behind him. 

James now saw the figure of a man in top- 
boots, and became more than ever convinced 
that an audacious larceny had been committed. 
He therefore passed the abandoned muff and 
cloak which were lying, upon the grass, with 
the laudable view of securing the delinquent ; 
but as Bob now threw off his bonnet — seeing 
that, in the first place he could run before the 
wind much more swiftly without it, and being, 
in the second, convinced that it would be well 
taken care of by James, who would thereby 
save him a great deal of trouble, — he darted 
off at a speed which outstripped that of the 
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victim, to whose view he was very soon lost 
among the trees. 

For some considerable time James hunted 
about with due severity of aspect. He felt 
perfectly certain that he in the tops was not 
far oflf : nor was he* Bob was up one of the 
chestnut trees, perched upon a branch, from 
which he was able to look on securely. But 
^en James was not aware of this at all. The 
possibiUty of such a thing never entered his 
vivid imagination. He looked round and 
round the trunks with all his characteristic 
cunning, and flew from tree to tree like a wild 
individual ; but the idea of looking an inch 
above his head never entered that head for an 
instant. 

Under these peculiar circumstances, there- 
fore, it will not be considered very marvellous 
that he failed to find Bob. That he did not 
approve of being baffled is a fact which at the 
time was abundantly obvious, for he clenched 
his fists desperately, and looked very severe ; 
but as reason eventually came to his aid, he 
felt impressed with the conviction of its being, 
as a general rule, useless to look for that which 
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there is no chance of finding, and therefore left 
the vicinity of the chestnut-tree, and gathered 
together the bonnet, muff, and cloak, with the 
view of taking them back as trophies to Rich- 
mond. 

Bob, from his elevated position watched him 
fairly out of the park, and then descended. He 
was, of course, inexpressibly delighted ; but as 
he felt very hungry, he made for the nearest 
public-house, where he ordered a rump-steak 
smothered in onions. He then had another 
glass of brandy and water, and afterwards got 
the ostlers around him, and treated them with 
innumerable pots of half-and half, and screws 
beyond all human calculation; called for songs; 
sang himself; proposed the health of his master 
and new mistress, which was drunk enthusi- 
astically again and again ; and thus, being about 
as happy as a prince, he laughed, smoked, 
drank, and sang, until his head very suddenly 
dropped upon the table, when the kind-hearted 
host, in consideration of his having paid like a 
gentleman for what he had ordered, had him 
carefully carried up to bed, in a state of the 
most absolute oblivion. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

Stanley's trip to grbtna grsen. 

With all possible speed Stanley drove up 
to town, and on his arrival in Regent Street 
dashed into a yard, where he found in perfect 
readiness a travelling carriage, into which he at 
once handed Amelia from the cab. 

*^Pray, pray, my dear Stanley, I beseech 
you — ^pray, let me go home !'^ said the trem- 
bling girl, in accents the most touching, as she 
entered the carriage, 

" My dearest !— why, surely you would not 
return now ?" 

" Oh, yes ! Indeed, indeed my courage fails 
me. Mamma will be so dreadfully alarmed. 
Do let me return. You cannot tell, Stanley, 
how deariy I will love you — you cannot, in- 
deed !" 
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"My Amelia, I believe that you love me 
now. You must not endeavour to make me 
feel that you do not repose in me that confi- 
dence which is the very essence of love.** 

Amelia sank back in the carriage^ and sobbed 
like a child. 

The horses were put to, and the female 
servant, whom the post-master had provided, 
had taken her seat on the box ; all, therefore, 
being ready, the postilions mounted, Stanley 
joined Amelia, and the carriage dashed out of 
the yard. 

For the first three stages Amelia was in 
tears. Stanley employed all his eloquence, 
which was not inconsiderable, with the view of 
enforcing his sophistries, which were at all times 
most specious, but in vain. He tried with all 
the power of which he was capable to wean her 
thoughts from home, but without any sensible 
efiect, until vexation caused him to be gloomy 
and silent when Amelia turned to cheer him, 

"My Stanley,** she cried, "why are you so 
dull? If you repent of. this step, my love, 
believe me I shall be overjoyed. Let us 
xetum even now.** 
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*^ Amelia^ if I am hateful in your sight, if 
you feel that you cannot confide in my honour^ 
I will ; but if we do return, never must we see 
each other more. I have not repented — I feel 
that I never can repent ; but when I see you 
so cold, so exclusively occupied with the con- 
sideration of the sacrifice you have made^ that 
you cannot devote a single smile, look, word, 
or thought to me, I should be stone> my Amelia, 
if I did not feel the slight most acutely/' 

" Forgive me ! I do not think that I have 
made any sacrifice — I do not indeed ! But I 
cannot help thinking of poor dear mamma 1" 
And fresh tears gushed forth, which she has- 
tened to conceal. "But,^' she added, "you 
will not be dull ? I know that I am weak ; but 
you will not be angry V^ 

" I cannot, my love. Although you do try 
to vex me by being a little coward, you know 
that I cannot be angry with you.'^ 

" Well, well, I will summon more courage,^' 
and she again sobbed while striving to assume 
an air of gaiety. " I will not vex you thus, 
and then you will talk to me, Stanley, will you 
not? Yes — and then we shall be happy. I 
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have but you now — I have no soul on earth to 
confide in but you! There! — now you look 
yourself again ! You are not like my Stanley 
when you are dull/' And she adjusted the 
curls which partly concealed his fine forehead, 
as his face brightened into a smile. 

Thus by assuming an air of coldness, and 
making her feel that he was jealous of her 
thoughts, he restored her to apparent content- 
ment, albeit even then her heart was ready to 
break. 

As the evening drew near, Stanley desired the 
servant to get inside the carriage, ostensibly in 
order that she might not catch cold, but in 
reality in consideration of Amelia, with whose 
delicacy he was perfectly well acquainted. 
During the night, however, Amelia slept but 
little. Her mind was on the rack, and even 
when she did sleep her dreams were of a nature 
to induce her to keep awake as much as pos- 
sible. Stanley did all in his power to diminish 
the fatigue of the journey. He procured a 
pack of cards and a small table, upon which 
they played for hours, while the servant held 
the lamp ; and when tired of playing, he read 
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an amusing book aloud, told a variety of in- 
teresting anecdotes, — ^in short, all that a man 
could do he did to raise her spirits, and to 
prove that he had her happiness at heart. 

They stopped but little on the road. Stanley 
placed great reliance upon the tact and dex« 
terity of Bob, and felt certain that, even in the 
event of the disguise being discovered, he would 
not suffer his attendant to return before the 
evening ; he was however far too good a general 
not to follow up the advantage he had gained, 
and hence he calculated not upon the probability 
alone, but upon the bare possibility of an acci- 
dent. 

At length they reached Carlisle, and Stanley 
felt they were then quite safe ; but he would 
not even then stop for any refreshment, al- 
though it was 3 p. M. and they had had but a 
biscuit and a glass of wine since six o'clock 
that morning. As they had, however, but nine 
miles farther to go — it was of little importance; 
and, as Stanley was most anxious to have the 
ceremony over, in order that his mind might 
be perfectly at ease, he ordered a change as 
quickly as possible, — and the facility with which 
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those worthies at Carlisle can change horses 
if they like^ is truly astonishing, — and off they 
started again. 

They had scarcely, however, got three miles 
from Carlisle when Stanley, who was conti- 
nually on the look-out, saw in the distance a 
carriage and four dashing towards them at a 
speed which seemed to outstrip the wind alto- 
gether. 

^^What — ^what's that?'' cried Amelia, who 
saw in an instant by the altered countenance 
of Stanley that he perceived something coming. 

^^ Nothing — nothing but a carriage, my love. 
Don't be alarmed. It is probably— '^ At this 
moment he saw an elderly person thrust his 
grey head out of the window, with the view of 
urging the postilions on. *^Now, my lads," 
continued Stanley, " Look alive ! — send them 
forward V^ 

One of the post-boys turned and muttered 
somethings which was meant to intimate that 
the pursuers would not be permitted to catch 
them. 

" It is my father !*' cried Amelia, " it is my 
fether!" 
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" No, no, my love — no ! Don't be alarmed. 
It is, in all probability, some other happy pair 
who are anxious to be married before us. But 
we must not allow them to beat us, you know. 
We are ahead now, the race must be ours.*^ 

Amelia saw at a glance that he apprehended 
something more than that, but was silent. 

Stanley now let down one of the front 
windows, and having mounted the seat, put 
his hands upon the box, in which position, 
being half out of the carriage, he could see 
both before and behind him. ^^ Fly ! fly P' 
he cried to the post-boys. " Away ! — ^Where 
are your spurs ? — we are pursued V^ 

The fellow who had the command of the 
wheelers looked round, and by a wink seemed 
anxious to make him understand that the old 
people on that road never were suffered to 
overtake the young ones. 

Of this Stanley at that time was perfectly 
unconscious, although he subsequently found 
it to be a fact. The pursuers have indeed but 
little chance between Carlisle and Springfield. 
The post-boys — their own — know better than 
to allow them to overtake the fugitives ; for. 
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independently of the spirit of knight-errantry 
which actuates the chivalrous dogs^ the prin^ 
dple of self-interest — seeing that they all share 
the profits with his Reverence — prompts them 
to keep at a most respectful distance in the 
rear. They will lash^ and spur^ and swear at 
their horses^ if urged^ with unexampled des^ 
peration,— flourishing then: whips, and appa- 
rently digging away with their heels, and per«- 
forming a variety of extraordinary equestrian 
antics, curbing, fretting, and fidgetting the 
animals, until their knees tremble again, and 
their nerves are so unsettled, that on a dear 
cold day there is no such thing as seeing 
tlirough the steam which proceeds from their 
foaming bodies ; but the lads hold it tightly 
to be a sharp point of honour not to suffer the 
pursuers to reach Springfield until the pursued 
have had time to get ^^ welded.*' 

Had Stanley known this at the time, it is 
highly correct to suppose that he would not 
have been quite so much astonished. He 
saw them cutting, and slashing, and spurring, 
and manoeuvring, and yet they lost ground ! — 
which was very remarkable. Feeling, however^ 

VOL. I. H 
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that they should not even then be in time to get 
the ceremony comfortably over, Stanley cried^ 

^^ Twenty pounds for another mile an hour ! 
' — thirty for two !'^ 

The post-boys no sooner heard this than to 
work they went, whip and heel. They were in 
earnest, and therefore dashed along in style* 

Just, however, as they had got within two 
miles of Springfield, the near wheeler struck 
his unhappy foot i^inst a stone and feU, send- 
ing his rider about twenty yards a-head. The 
man, however, knowing how to fall, was com- 
paratively unhurt, and was on his legs again in 
an instant. 

*^A11 right !*^ cried Stanley. "Be quick, 
but cool. Up with the horse, and away 1'^ 

The horse, however, could not get up, — ^not 
that he was severely injured, but because he 
had got one of the traces beneath him, and two 
of his legs above the pole. 

Stanley leaped from the carriage, with the 
view of assisting them to unhook the trace; 
and while they were thus engaged, the post- 
boys of the pursuers were exerting all their 
energies in order to keep back. They checked 



STANLEY THORN. 147 

and curbed their horses, while they appeared 
to lash and spur them with great severity, as 
they pulled them all over the road ; still, being 
compelled to go forward at some pace, every 
moment of course brought them nearer. They 
tried hard, very hard to upset the carriage, by 
pulling it over the hillocks which stood on the 
roadside; but no— the carriage would not 
upset. Nothing could persuade it to do so— - 
it would, in very spite of them, keep upon its 
wheels ! They were therefore compelled, 
though with manifest reluctance, to overtake 
the fugitives before they could make a fresh 
start. 

Stanley now rushed to the door of the carriage, 
bade Amelia not to be alarmed whatever might 
occur ; and in an instant an elderly persom 
backed by another much younger approached 
him. 

" Villain !*^ cried the former, ^^ have I caught 
you at last?" And he ground his teeth fu- 
riously, and, shaking his fist in the faoe c^ 
Stanley, tried to force him from the door. 

Stanley at the moment looked pale; but 
he was cool, and stood firm as a rock. 

H 2 
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** By whose authority/^ said he, " do you 
pursue this most outrageous course ?*' 

"Authority, scoundrel!'* cried the hot old 
gentleman, foaming with rage to an extent 
which interfered with the distinctness of his 
articulation. " Stand aside P* And, seizing 
Stanley by the coUar, he struck him several 
times with his -cane, and his friend felt in a 
manner bound to follow his example, when 
Stanley, who could not approve of this pro- 
ceeding, shook them both off at once. 

" Stand back V* he cried firmly. " Use no 
violence, and I will use none. But who are 
you ?'' 

" Insolent villain !*' cried the elder assailant. 

"Knock him down !'* exclaimed the younger. 

" Touch me,'* cried Stanley, "at your peril!* 

In an instant they both rushed upon him, 
and the next moment bo th were on the ground 
The younger started up again, and Stanley 
again sent him down, where he remained a 
while to turn the matter over in his mind. 

"Help! help!'* shouted the elder. "My 
good fellows, help us ! Secure him !** 

" Stand off!'* cried Stanley, as the post-boys 
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approached. " If you value your beauty, stand 
off!'' 

At this moment Stanley's men, who had 
just got the horse up, and made things all right 
for a start, rushed with much affected fury to 
the spot, and, without uttering a syllable, 
sprang at the other post-boys, who, however, 
seemed to understand them perfectly well, and 
the four fellows wrestled with great despera- 
tion, while Stanley was keeping the principals 
at bay. 

^' Get in !'' cried the man who had been 
thrown, as he passed close to Stanley, while 
struggling with his opponent. ^^6et in, and 
we're off P' 

The next moment Stanley sprang into the 
carriage, and keeping the two principals weU 
from the door, his men at once threw their 
antagonists cleverly, and left them both lying 
in the road, — ^in a dreadful state of exhaustion, 
of course, — ^while they mounted their horses^ 
and flew from the spot with a loud shout of 
triumph. 

^* Bravo ! bravo I*^ cried Stanley. ^* Well 
. done ! — nobly done —Keep them up, and stop 
for nothing.'^ 
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As tbey dashed away Stanley turned to look 
after his assailants* The post-boys were still 
on the ground, apparently writhing with the 
most intense species of agony. The torture 
fhey experienced appeared to be so singulal'ly 
cbreadful^ in fact, that they had not risen when 
Stanley's carriage whirled out of sight. 

Nor did they iri^ for some time after that* 
They had both been so dreadfully shaken!-— 
Oh ! the power to stand was out of the ques- 
tion altogether. Threats and bribes were al* 
temately resorted to in vain. They roared with 
anguish, and rolled about the road in a state 
of torture ; in short, it was not until their em* 
ployers were about to vault into their saddles, 
with the view of pursuing the fugitives alone, 
that they fdt themselves sufficiently recovered 
to motmt, so horribly had they been shattered ; 
and when they did mount, they rolled over 
the horses so ingeniously, and performed such 
a variety of astonishing evolutions, that their 
ability to keep on at all seemed to be an absolute 
miracle 3 albeit while they did, with undoubted 
ingenuity, their five miles an hour, they con- 
tinued to shout, as a matter of course, ^^ We'll 
catch 'em now ! — oh, we '11 catch 'em !" 
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By the time they had thus fairly started^ 
Stanley was within five hundred yards of 
Springfield. Poor Amelia was half dead with 
fright. Had either of the pursuers been her 
father, the probability is that she would have^ 
rushed into his arms ; but^ as it was, she shrank 
into a comer of the carriage. The voice of one 
of them she was imable to recognise distinctly^ 
but that of the other she felt sure was the voice 
of one of her father's most intimate fiiends. 

The carriage now stopped at the inn, when 
Stanley and Amelia instantly alighted^ and 
went into the first room they reached. For« 
tunately his Reverence was at the time in the 
house, in a state which stands midway between 
pure sobriety and absolute intoxication, and 
being invariably on the qui vwe^ he on this oc-^ 
casion rushed into the room^ without waiting 
for a summons. 

^^ I am raddy/^ said he, as he drew forth a 
book. 

" That ^s fortunate,*' cried Stanley. " No 
tim^e must be lost.'' 

" What fay ? What do you gi* ?*' inquired 
his Reverence. ^ These matters are always 
satded beforehan'.'^ 
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^^ Do it quickly, and I' 11 give you twenty 
pounds/* 

*^ Wheugh ?^ cried his Reverence between 

i^ whistle and a hiss. ^^ In a case o' thees des* 

Craption I canna do 't for less than forty.'* 

' ** Well forty, fellow, and begin.'* 

« 

*^ Fallow !'* echoed his Reverence, who held 
the term to be discourteous. " Maybe I *11 
no do *t at a' !*' 

" Proceed with the ceremony,'* cried Stanley, 
^* or we '11 go at once over to your rival.'* 
. " Weel ! weel ! but fallow !'' cried his Reve- 
rence, who did not by any means like it ; but 
he, notwithstanding, opened the book, and 
muttered very indistinctly and very hastily 
certain very small portions of the regular 
is^rvice, and having called upon Stanley and 
Amelia to join hands, and then to sign the 
marriage record, the ceremony was at an end. 

His Reverence then sat down to write out 
the ^^ marriage lines,*' of which the following is 
li copy :— 

" These are to certify to all whom it may con- 
eertiy that Stanley Thorn and Amelia Henrietta 
Soliffe came before me^ and declared themselves 
to be both single persons, and were lawfully 
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ftMrried accordinff to the way of the Church of 
England^ dnd agreeably to the laws <(f the Kirk 
of Scotland. Given under my hand at Spring- 
field, near Gretna Green, this day, before these 
witnesses.^* 

Here followed the signatures of his Reve- 
rence, a waiter, a chambermaid, and the ser- 
vant whom Stanley had brought from town. 

On handing over the ^^ lines,'' the priest re- 
ceived the fee for which he had stipulated, and 
then took his leaver Stanley gave the still 
trembling Amelia in charge of the females, and 
waited the arrival of his pursuers alone* 

The postboys had timed the thing admirably. 
Nothing could have been more correct. The 
very moment Amelia left the room with her 
attendants the carriage drove up to the door. 

Stanley at once darted to [the window, and 
as he saw the post-boys wink at each other 
with peculiar significance, he for the first time 
distinctly understood the real character of the 
whole arrangement. 

Of course the pursuers were not long before 
they alighted, nor when they had alighted were 
they long before they entered Stanley's room. 

h3 
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*' Oh ! you shall pay dearly for this !*^ cried 
the elder of the two^ shaking his cane^ and 
looking daggers at the fugitive^ ^^ I 'II make 
you smart for it, scoundrel P* 

" Who are you V' cried Stanley. ** I am 
not to be bullied ! Are you ashamed of your 
name ? I know nothing of you I** 

" Villain ! thief! where is my daughter ?'* 

** Your daughter ?'^ cried Stanley. *^ Your 
daughter ? Oh \ I see ; a mistake. My wife is 
no daughter of yours.'* 

^^ Liar P exclaimed the fierce old gentleman, 
shaking his stick with additional violencew 
'' I am not to be trifled with. It is my child 
whom you have stolen — my child — my only 
child, yillain ! and I ^1 have her V 

^ If for a moment you will be calm, I will 
convince you that she is not. I am not in the 
habit of allowing persons to address me in this 
way with impunity ; but I am disposed, under 
the circumstances, to make every allowance. 
Look at this — the certificate of our marriage. 
Stanley Thorn is my name, Am^a Jolifle was 
tiie name of my wife. Are you satisfied ?'* 

^^ No : nor shall I be until I see her»^ 
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^ I will consent even to tbat,^ said Stanlej^^ 
und he sent for Amelia. 

*^ And why, if what you state be correcV^ 
said the old gentleman^ ^^ why did you not 
explain on the road ?'' 

^^ Because,'' replied Stanley, ^^ you coor 
ductedyoiu'self with so much violence/' 

^^ But^ of course you knew that I was not the 
father of the lady?'' 

^ I did ; but I did 9iot know that you were 
not her fatitier's firiend." 

Amelia now timidly entered the room, esr 
pectin^ of course, to see some one who knew 
her. 

^^ Have courage, my girl," said Stanley, 
taking her hand. ^' These gentlemen are per-r 
feet strangers. I sent for you simply to con- 
vince them that they have made a mistake." 

^^ I have to apologise, madam, said the old 
gentleman with due politeness, ^^ for having 
caused so much alarm* I am satisfied," he 
continued, addressing Stanley, ^^ and I have 
also to eulogise to you." 

The apology was accepted, and the strangers 
left the room» with the view of makmg inqid- 



166 STANLEY THORN. 

lies having reference to the arrival of the par- 
ties of whom they were really in pursuit. 

^^ Pray — pray leave this place,'^ said Amelia. 
'^ Papa may yet arrive." 

" And if he should/' replied Stanley, ** it 
will be useless. He cannot sever us, my girl. 
You are mine now! — ^mine from this happy 
hour. We will, however, return to Carlisle 
after dinner, if you do not feel too much fa:^ 
gued?" 

'^ Oh, do. It is not far. I should not, in* 
deed, like to remain here.'' 

It was thus settled. Dinner was ordered, 
and in a short time produced in rather an un- 
expected style; but they had scarcely been 
Seated at the table ten minutes when a dirty 
jpost-chaise and pair stopped at the door. 

Stanley rushed to the window in an instant, 
and Amelia, notwithstanding the turn-out was 
wretched, quickly followed, in the full expec- 
tation of seeing her father. 

Before the postboy had time to dismount, 
the old gentleman by whom they had been pur- 
l^ued, opened the door of the dirty chaise, and 
without the slightest unnecessary ceremony. 
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dragged an exquisitely-dressed individual out 
by the heels in the most inelegant manner pos- 
sible. 

" Hollo ! — ^hollo ! — ^why, what — I say — my 
God ! — ^well, may I — T hastily exclaimed the 
individual in question, as he bumped from 
step to step^ for he didn't understand it. The 
thing was quite new to him. He hadn't an 
idea of anything of the sort. Hence he be- 
came much confused ; and before he had time 
to collect his faculties, a fair-haired girl — 
in appearance quite a child — sprang from the 
chaise, and rushed into the arms of the old 
gentleman, apparently but too happy in having 
escaped. 

Stanley threw up the window with a view 
to the perfect enjoyment of the scene. He 
saw at a glance that the ^^ gallant gay Lotha- 
rio" was anything but a gentleman, and highly' 
relished the supremely ridiculous style in which 
he rose from the mud to assert his dignity as a 
man. 

*^ I claim her as my wife !'* he cried fiercely. 
^ You may be her father, or you may be any 
body else for what I care ; I claim her unmiti-> 
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gatedly and decidedly as my wife, and I am 
strongly justifiable, accordin' to the laws of 
Scotland. I reckonize her before all these 
gentlemen/' he continued^ pointing with re- 
markable energy to the postboys, whose coun-» 
tenances were at the moment particularly droll^ 
^' and acc(»rdin' to the laws of Scotland a reck- 
onition is sufficient/' 

^'Take charge of her," said the old gentle* 
man to his friend. ^^ Leave this poor puppy 
to me.'* 

The friend was about to lead her in, when the 

gallant with due dramatic action, threw his 
arms round her neck with the view of recover- 
ing possession ; but his lady-love cried, 

^^ Leave me alone. Gcet away, you mean 
creature ! Don't touch me. I hate you!" 
When, as if this were not quite sufficient for 
flesh and blood to bear, her father clutched his 
richly-figured satm stock, and inflicted upon 
him a most exemplary chastisement before he 
relinquished his hold. 

** Oh !'* roared the gay Lothario, whose 
blood began to boil. <^ I command satisfieus 

tion<— satisfaction !" and he threw his annsr 
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about in a state of mind apparently tottering 
on the yerj vei^ge of madness. 

^ Satisfaction V^ exclaimed the old gentle- 
man, with an expression of contempt. ^^ Tou 
miserable, narrow-minded, poor, wretched fool ! 
You-— yotf run away with my daughter V^ 

^' And, what 's more, I still daim her as my 
wife« Tou 're mistaken in your man. Tou 
Ve got t he wrong pig by the year. I 'm not to 
be flummaxed. I 'U not give her up. She 's 
my wife — my lawful wife ; and I '11 have her 
acGordin' to the law of Scotland.'^ 

" The law of Scotland, you pitiful scoundrel ! 
Attempt to follow me into the house, and I 'U 
give you a caning so severe that you shall 
dream to-night of having dropped into a 
nest of scorpions* Put the horses in/' he 
continued, addressing the postboys, who en- 
joyed the scene much ; ^^ but before you do 
that I 'U give you five pounds to cool that fel- 
low's head in a bucket of water.'' 

This offer had no sooner been made than the 
postboys rushed at the victim, and having 
turned him upside down with consummate 
dexterity, bcnre him triumphantly into the 
yard. 
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*^ I have seen that person before/' said Ame- 
lia. ^^ If I am not much mistaken, he sold me 
the dress I have on/* 

And this proved to be the fact. He was a 
silkmercer's shopman, who, having a sister 
officiating as housemaid at a school in the vi- 
cinity of Kensin^n, had, through her instru- 
mentality obtained interviews with the object 
of his unalterable love, who was, of course, un- 
derstood to be an immensely rich heiress, and 
who, having become enamoured of his slavish 
deportment, as well as of his chains, rings, and 
brooches, which were of the finest conceivable 
mosaic gold, had consented without much soli- 
citation to elope. They had scarcely, however, 
got dear off, when the affair became known to 
the mistress of the establishment, and through 
her to the silly girPs father, who at once posted 
off to the north, and was enabled to reach 
Gretna first, by going through Pontefract, 
while they went through Manchester, and, by 
having during the whole distance four horses, 
while they had but two, as the mercer found 
that travelling was very expensive, and that 
the money he had borrowed for the occasion 
was getting rather low. 
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Nothing could exceed the indignation with 
which the gallant Lothario, when the cooling 
operation had been performed^ ran dripping 
from the yard, with the postboys laughing and 
yelling behind him. He raved^ and stamped^ 
and looked so fiercely, and shook his fists, and 
threw himself into such a variety of picturesque 
attitudes, vowing the most heavy and inex- 
haustible vengeance, bawling through the win- 
dow to ^^ command an explanation/' and assert- 
ing his rights according to the law of Scot- 
land; in short, he was so dreadfully energetic, 
and worked himself up into such a frightful 
fever, that in a short time his hair became per- 
fectly dry. 

The postboys now brought round the car- 
riage, and the persecutor-in-chief made his 
appearance again, with his child in one hand, 
and his stick in the other. Lothario placed 
himself before the carriage-door. He wished 
to argue the point calmly. He wished to show 
that the thing was ^' an out-and-out do." The 
old gentleman, however, pushed him aside with 
great violence, and having stepped into the 
carriage after his daughter and friend, left the 
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cruelly ill-used individual to reflect upon his 
fate. 

This incident somewhat raised the spirits of 
Amelia, who, for the first time since their de- 
parture from Richmond^ allowed a smile to 
play upon her lips, which were promptly re- 
warded. Of course Stanley was too good a 
tactician to speak then upon any other subject 
than that of the disappointed mercer. Upon 
this he accordingly dwelt, and in the most 
amusing strain, until the cloth was removed, 
when he ordered the carriage and four horses 
to be brought to the door as soon as pos-^ 
sible. 

** My love,*' said Amelia, when this order 
had been given, *^ let us have but a pair. We 
fnay meet papa ; and if we should^ he will not 
then suppose it to be us.'' 

" Oh ! we are sure, my dear, not to meet 
him : and, if we should 

" I would not see him for worlds ! If I were 
to see him to-day I should die.'* 

" Well — ^well; as you please. The fellow 
shall drive^ if you like ; in which case the car- 
riage will be supposed to be empty.*' 
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^ Tes^ let him, there 's a dear ! — ^let him 
drive/' 

Very well. Orders were given to this effect ; 
and when the pecuniary matters had been ar- 
ranged to the entire satisfaction of all con- 
cerned, they started for Carlisle. 

The spirits of Amelia were now far more 
buoyant; and although they returned much 
more slowly than they went, they appeared to 
travel infinitely quicker, and were hence within 
view of Carlisle before they thought of being 
more than half way. 

Just as they were about, however, to enter 
the town, a carriage and four came dashing 
towards them at the rate of nearly twenty miles 
an hour. 

" That *s papa V^ cried Amelia. *' It *s our 
carriage* Stanley — Stanley! what is to be 
done ?" 

*^ Be calm, my love !" said Stanley, — ^^ be 
calm ?' and he coolly, but with promptitude, 
drew up the blinds before the carriages met ; 
and as they passed he saw through the little 
window at the back not only the Captain^s 
carriage, but the Captain himself, urging on 
the postilions. 
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" Now, iny Amelia/* said Stanley, " we are 

safe/* 
'' But he will follow us,** 

" No : ihey will take care of that. I have 
bribed them too well : besides, their interest 
will prompt them, if possible, to detain him/* 

" But that poor silly person ?'* suggested 
Amelia. 

*^ He is not at all likely to come in contact 
with him.'* 

They now reached Carlisle ; and at the inn 
to which the horses belonged they put up for 
the night. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
▲nuA mxcmiTxs hbk pibst ixpressions or 

SIABKIXD LIPS* 

Ox the following morning they left Cariisle, 
md having stopped a day at Doncaster, a day 
at Gfantham^ and a day at Stamford, they 
airived by easy stages in town wdthin the i;\*eek, 
and proceeded at once to the house of tlie 
widow, where Stanley had decided on remain- 
ing until other arrangements could be made. 

The widow^ who had received a sliort letter 
from Stanley containing a vague intimation 
that on his return he fnigM bring home his 
bride, could not, and would not pretend to un- 
derstand it. He had not consulted her on tlie 
subject, and she most acutely felt tliat she was 
the first whom he ought to have consulted. 
She would not believe it ; for Stanley himself, 
on leaving, had told her that he was going out 
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of town for a few days with a friend, which, 
when she came to reflect upon it calmly, was 
held to be perfectly conclusive. The very 
moment, however, Stanley returned and pre- 
sented Amelia, her ideas on the subject ex- 
panded; and she wept — she knewnot why, — yet 
she wept, and kissed Amelia, and congratu- 
lated her warmly, and hoped that she would be 
happy, and gave Stanley a good character, and 
declared that she highly admired his choice ; — 
still she could not but feel very deeply that, as 
a mother, she had privileges,^ natural privileges^ 
which ought not to have been violated, and that 
deep feeling caused her to weep and weep again. 
She nevertheless bustled about, and displayed 
the most earnest anxiety to make matters per- 
fectly pleasant ; and although at first Amelia 
would have been perhaps somewhat more at 
ease had the widow been somewhat less fussy, 
she soon understood her, and felt quite at 
home. 

Amelia's first task, on becoming composed, 
was to write a deeply penitential letter to her 
father. In the performance of this task she 
wished Stanley to assist her; but as they could 
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not agree as to terms^ — ^their views on that 
subject being diametrically opposed,-— he gave 
the matter up altogether to her. She began it 
several times, and nearly finished it several 
times : it was, however, eventually completed 
and sent, and the Captain immediately returned 
it unopened. 

At this Stanley neither felt nor expressed 
any surprise, — it was, in short, precisely what 
he had expected; but to Amelia it was indeed 
a most bitter disappointment. The roughest 
aiiswer that could have been penned would 
have been endured with more fortitude. Having 
somewhat recovered from the depression it in- 
duced, Amelia wrote a long letter to her 
mother, couched in terms of the strongest affec- 
tion, urging every conceivable excuse for the 
step she had taken, without, however, exciting 
the belief that she felt that it ought to be ex- 
cused, and got the widow to direct it. She, 
of course, felt quite certain of having an answer 
to this, and therefore waited with the utmost 
impatience till the following morning, when 
indeed a somewhat heavy letter bearing the 
Richmond post-mark arrived. The superscrip- 
tion had been written by the Captain. She 
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kissed it^ and then broke the seal with avidity. 
Its contents were the letter she had written to 
.her mother^ — which had been opened^ the 
hand-writing of the widow not being known, 
—and the foUowing note :— 

^* Madam, 

Your husband is a villain 3 and, 
as you have proved yourself unworthy of our 
affection, we disown you for ever," 

This was signed by both her father and her 
mother ; but the paper near the almost illegi- 
ble signature of the latter, was blistered with 
tears. Amelia well knew from whose eyes they 
had fallen, and wept bitterly as she placed the 
cruel note in her bosom. 

^^ Amelia,'^ said Stanley, whose attention had 
been [[^firmly fixed upon her, " I do not insist 
upon seeing any note you may receive ; but in 
a matter of this description I think that you 
ought to conceal nothing from me.^* 

Amelia again burst into tears as she drew the 
note slowly from her bosom and said, " You 
had better not see it, my love.^^ 

" Well, well, I will not. I understand ; — 
they speak harshly of me«'^ And he returned 
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the note unopened^ but extorted a promise, 
which almost amounted to an oath, that she 
would never, without his special consent^ write 
again. 

Of course Stanley's former associates no 
sooner heard of his return, and the purpose 
for which he had been absent, than they crowd- 
ed in to lavish upon him their warmest con- 
gratulations. For the first three weeks he 
gave a dinner almost every alternate day ; and 
as his guests were nearly all unmarried men, 
they subsequently, at various hotels, gave him 
dinners in return. This necessarily took him 
much from home; for, although he loved 
Amelia, there was a charm in their society 
which he could not resist, — a joyous spirit 
which she could not inspire. She zealously 
strove on all occasions to convince him that she 
was indeed quite happy ; she strove to talk as 
gaily, and to smile as sweetly, as before ; but 
there was at her heart a silent sorrow which 
overshadowed all. 

Having lived at the widow's about two 
months, he, at the suggestion of his friends, 
who were perpetually rallying him on the sub- 

VOL. I. I 
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ject pf a married man residing with his " ma/^ 
engaged a house^ which the widow magnifi- 
cently furnished. When, however, this change 
was effected, he deserted Amelia more and 
more. He might even then have seen the force 
of that sound objection which her father had 
urged to their immediate union ; for, as every 
scene of fbllv was new to him then, he was 
strongly, irresistibly seduced by its attractions; 
whereas had he been previously acquainted 
with those scenes, they would at least have lost 
the charm of novelty, if indeed they had not 
actually engendered disgust. He seemed only 
then to have commenced life. Three, four, and 
five o'clock in the morning were the hours at 
which he commonly returned; and when he 
did return, the effects of the wine he had drunk 
were almost invariably visible. Amelia, how- 
ever, never reproached him with a word, nor 
even with a look of displeasure. Let him re- 
turn at what hour he might, she would dry up 
her tears, and fly to meet him ; and, having 
welcomed and affectionately kissed him, would 
endeavour to make him think that she still felt 
happy. 
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" I am late/' he would sometimes say, " very 
late, Amelia.'* 

^^ Oh, do not say a single word about it. . I 
care not how late it is, now that you are at 
home.*' 

^^ You imagine, I fear, that I neglect you.** 

*^ Oh, no ! indeed, my Stanley, I do not. 
But," she would add, as the tears trickled down 
her cheeks, " I cannot but feel overjoyed when 
you return.'* 

It was not, however, always that he was able 
to speak thus rationally on his return ; still he 
avoided coming home in a state of actual in- 
toxication, until one dreadful morning about 
four, when the rain had for hours been falling 
in torrents, while the thunder and lightning 
had been really terrific. On that occasion two 
of his most intimate associates accompanied 
him home, and left him the very moment they 
had seen him safely in ; but the door had no 
sooner been closed than he with infinite dex- 
terity slipped down upon the mat, where he sat, 
firmly resolved to suffer no one to approach 
him but Bob, whom, by virtue of closing one 

I 2 
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eye with great muscular energy, he was enabled 
to see indistinctly with the other. 

Amelia rushed down in a state bordering on 
distraction, the awful conviction having flashed 
across her mind that he had been struck by the 
lightning. 

" My Stanley !*' she exclained, ^^ you are 
injured — much injured — tell me — oh, speak !— r 
are you not ?" 

^^Go to bed — Meley — go — go to bed. I 
want something — something^^o eat — some- 
thing — some— eat." 

As Amelia^s worst fears were subdued, she 
thanked God ! She now saw the real state of 
the case, and, with the assistance of his favou- 
rite servant,— (for he would still suiFer no one 
but Amelia and Bob to touch him,) — succeeded 
in getting him up stairs, when the cloth was 
immediately laid, and he was placed near the 
table. 

" Bob !— you old rascal — do you hear, sir ? — 
down upon your knees, and — pull — off — my — 
boots.*' 

Amelia at this moment was standing over 
him weeping, and as Bob was pulling off one 
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boot^ Stanley, lifting his disengaged leg upon 
the table, stuck the heel of the other into a 
richly-ornamented raised pie^ when leaning back 
in his chair, he rested his head Upon the bosom 
of Amelia, and thus sank at once into a sleep 
so profound, that the process of undressing and 
lifting him into bed proved quite insufficient to 
rouse him. 

In the morning, however, Amelia felt amply 
repaid by the fact of his asking her simply to, 
forgive him. 

" I cannot forgive myself,^' said he ; "I am 
too much ashamed of my conduct ; but if you^ 
will forgive me, I will give you— I don't,know. 
how many kisses/' 

" I will not forgive you for any number of 
kisses ; but I will, if you will promise, that you 
will remain at home this evening, ^and that you 
willnever be so naughty. again.'* , » -^ 

"But why this evening, my love? You 
know that Crofton gives his dinner to-day at 
the Tavistock. Of course I must be there ; 
but I will leave very early.'* 

" You really will ?*' 

« I will indeed.*' 
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^ Then on those terms^ although you were a 
very naughty creature, I suppose I must forgive 
you." 

At the appointed hour Stanley joined his 
friends at the Tavistock, and according to his 
promise he did leave early — ^unusually early— 
but instead of returning to Amelia, he turned 
into Drury Lane Theatre, with the view of 
seeing a popular low comedian in ^^ a new and 
entirely originaP^ farce, translated from the 
French, and founded upon a real English co- 
medy, originally adapted from the German. 
The house on the occasion was thin — a circum- 
stance which at that particular period was by 
no means unusual, and he sat in a box in the 
dress circle, near the proscenium, alone. The 
farce, however, had scarcely commenced when 
a fine, handsome, gentlemanlike fellow entered 
the box, and sat beside him. He took no ap- 
parent notice of Stanley, nor did Stanley take 
more than a passing notice of him. He was 
elegantly dressed; and although the brilliant 
jewellery he displayed might of itself have 
tended to generate the idea of foppery, there 
was an intelligence in his eye, and a thoughtful 
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expression about his lips which not only at 
once banished that idea^ but inspired the con- 
viction of his being altogether a superior man. 
For some time he appeared to be exceedingly 
attentive to the performance^ and occasionally 
patted one hand with the other slightly, and 
cried, with a patronising air, sot to voce^ ^^ Bravo ! 
bravo V* 

At length, addressing Stanley, he said, ap-*- 
parently on the impulse of the moment, " He 
is an excellent actor — ^is he not ?** 

" Very clever,^' said Stanley,—*^ very clever, 
indeed.'^ 

^^ In my judgment we have at present no 
actor on the stage at all comparable with him 
in his line.'* 

" There is not one,*' said Stanley, " whom 
/ so much admire '/' and he proceeded to en- 
large upon his peculiar excellences without the 
least reserve. 

From this fair point the stranger started 
other interesting topics, and with great inge- 
nuity drew Stanley fully out by gently fanning 
his smouldering self-esteem, for as he prided 
himself, and with reason, upon the facility with 
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which he could read the real character of a man, 
it was not long before he discovered the weak 
points of his new friend, and when he had made 
the discovery he assailed them with a species 
of flattery so ingenious that Stanley became 
quite charmed with his conversation, which de- 
veloped, indeed, much intelligence, with an ap- 
parently profound knowledge of the world. 

" Who can he be ?'' thought Stanley. " He 
is evidently some one of importance. How 
can I ascertain who he is ?*' 

The stranger, as if conscious of what had 
been passing in Stanley's mind now for some 
time kept silent ; but said as the curtain was 
about to fall, '* Well, we may in our travels 
meet again/' 

" Nothing/' said Stanley, ^^ would give me 
greater pleasure/' 

" Which way do you walk ?" 

" Westward/' replied Stanley. 

" I shall be happy to accompany you as far 
as I go." 

Stanley bowed, and having taken the prof- 
fered arm, they left the theatre together. 

I generally drop in here," said the stran- 
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ger, on reaching the entrance of an hotel under 
the piazza of Covent Garden. " They give 
you a magnificent glass of champagne, and 
there is nothing I more enjoy after sitting in a 
hot theatre. I shall pass, however, this evening 
— ^unless, indeed, you are disposed to join me ?'* 

" Oh ! I have no objection," returned Stan- 
ley, " not the sUghtest.'^ 

The stranger at once led the way; and, hav- 
ing reached the coffee-room above, orjiered a 
bottle of iced champagne, and then began to 
relate a variety of anecdotes, which could not 
in any case have failed to impart pleasure. 
Another bottle was ordered. Stanley was 
charmed. He had never met so splendid a 
fellow before ; in a word, he was so entertain- 
ing, so full of wit and spirit, that it was past 
three before Stanley thought it was one. 

" Well," said the stranger, when they had 
finished the second bottle, *^ I am sorry to 
make a move ; but I promised to look in at 
my club ; where, by the by, I shall be happy to 
introduce yow, if you are not in haste.^' 

" I should like it much,^' said Stanley ; " but 
not to-night. It is getting very late.** 

I 3 
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^^ Well — ^well ! another time. Let me see. 
To-morrow I dine with Chesterfield; but the 
next day. Have you any engagement for 
Friday ?^' 

^* I am not at this moment aware that I 
have : I think not." 

" Well, come and dine with me here, then, 
on Friday ?^' • 

*^IwiU. At what time?" 

*^ Why, say seven.^' 

This was agreed to, and the stranger wrote 
with a pencil. ^^ To meet at seven,'' upon a 
card, on which was engraved, " Colonel Pal- 
mer^^ and presented it to Stanley. 

He then drew out his purse, and Stanley 
produced his. 

" No — ^no,'' said the Colonel \ ^' this is mine. 
You shall pay for the next ;'' and, having set- 
tled the amount, they rose to quit the hotel. 

" By the way,^' said the Colonel, as they 
descended the stairs, " were you ever in one of 
the salons about here ?*' 

" No,'' said Stanley. " Are there many of 
them ?" 

** There used to be several ; but I have not 



STANLEY THORN. 179 

been in one of them for years. They were the 
places for those who wished to see life ! What 
say you? Shall we step into one for five 
minutes ?' 

" It is so very late/' urged Stanley. 

^^ So it must always be to see them to advan- 
tage. But, come; now we are here, five 
minutes can be of no importance. They are 
places which every man of the world ought 
to see. I pledge you my honour I'll not stop 
long." 

Stanley could not resist. He tliought, in- 
deed, of his promise to Amelia ; but held the 
fact of his having broken that promise already 
to be a sufficient excuse for going at once with 
the Colonel. 

They had scarcely walked three hundred 
yards, when they stopped at a gaily-painted 
door, and, having knocked, were admitted by a 
peculiarly ill-looking fellow, who had previously 
withdrawn a slide, and examined them through 
a hole about six inches square, with a singu- 
larly scrutinizing aspect. They then ascended 
a flight of gaudy gingerbread stairs, and entered 
a room, in which about forty persons were as- 



180 STANLEY THORN. 

seznbled, the majority of whom were females, 
dressed in a style the most attractive and su- 
perb. Several of these creatures ran up to the 
Colonel, with the apparent view of addressing 
him with the utmost familiarity, but a peculiar 
look from him at once repulsed them, which 
Stanley thought strange, although, instead of 
inducing the slightest suspicion, it tended to 
convince him still more of the superiority of 
the man. 

** Well/' said the Colonel, ^^ we must have a 
glass of negus, and then we'll be off." 

The negus was ordered and produced, and 
they seated themselves to contemplate the gay 
scene before them ; but the moment they had 
done so, a finely formed girl, who appeared to 
be very young, and was really very handsome, 
came and sat beside Stanley. 

^^ How can you be so selfish ?'' she playfully 
observed. ^^ The idea of you two gentlemen 
drinking alone, when I am dying to wet my 
lips.'' 

" Drink, my girl — drink !" said Stanley, pass- 
ing the glass. " It is not very good.'* 

The girl nearly finished the glass before she 
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ventured to pronounce her unbiassed opinion. 
She then declared that it tasted like mahogany 
and water, and suggested, in addition, that if 
she chose, the chances were that she could get 
a glass nearer the mark. 

" Well, do so," said Stanley, as he placed 
half-a-crown in her hand ; *^ let us see the ex- 
tent of your influence/* 

" No, no," said the Colonel ; ^^ we had 
better be off. Come let us have no more. 
I feel stupid already.** 

^^ You need have no more, you know. 
Colonel,'* said the girl, who received a wither- 
ing scowl for her pains. 

" Oh ! oh P* exclaimed Stanley, " you are 
recognised ! Well, come, one more, and 
then.** 

The Colonel now suddenly and very un- 
accountably exhibited striking symptoms of 
intoxication. Stanley could not at all under- 
stand it. '^ My good fellow,** said he, " why, 
how is this ? You were very well just now.** 

^^ I have a very poor head," replied the 
Colonel, — " a most unfortunate head. I can 
scarcely stand anything at all." 
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The girl now retamed with the ^^ negus ;'^ 
and having carefully put her lips to it, and 
said that it was diflFerent stuflF altogether, — 
which was in reality a fact, — she gave it to 
Stanley, who drank of it with more than usual 
freedom, although it appeared to him to have 
a most remarkable flavour. Without, how- 
ever, mentioning this, (for he did not pretend 
to understand much about it,) he handed the 
glass to the Colonel, who would not touch 
a drop, for his symptoms of inebriety con- 
tinued to increase, and he pronounced himself 
to be ^' too far gone already.'^ 

Stanley was now entertained by the female. 
She had a brief tale to tell of every person 
in the room, and succeeded in occupying his 
attention until his articulation became some- 
what indistinct, which the Colonel no sooner 
perceived than he cried, " Come, finish your 
glass and let us be gone. I never felt so 
queer in my life." 

Stanley himself now began to feel some- 
what confused; and, as he had an unnatural 
thirst at the moment, he at once emptied 
the glass; but he had no sooner done so 
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than the room seemed to whirl round and 
round with great velocity. He attempted to 
rise. The eflFort made him worse. He sank 
down again on the instant. 

" Hollo V cried the Colonel. " What, have 
you caught it too ? Well, never mind, old 
boy ! we can't laugh at each other," 

From that moment Stanley became in- 
sensible. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE FIRST NIGHT OUT. 



As Amelia had been led to expect Stanley 
at eleven, when the clock struck one she 
began to experience that species of painful 
anxiety, of which it is to be hoped men in 
general are ignorant, inasmuch as their igno- 
rance of it alone can rescue them from the 
heavy charge of absolute cruelty. Stanley 
had never before forfeited his word. When- 
ever he had said distinctly, that he would 
be at home at such an hour, at that hour 
he had invariably returned. Still, could she 
have seen him then, she would have been 
quite content ; for she chided her impatience, 
and conceived for him numerous excuses^ 
and contended with herself that she ought 
not to expect him to run away at a moment's 
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hbtice^ as if indeed he were her slave ; which> 
of course^ was very amiable^ and for the time 
being had a good effect. 

Two o'clock came* — She rose and went 
to the piano, with the view of learning a 
new song; but this was a task she was 
utterly unable to accomplish. Although her 
eyes followed the notes and the words with 
due precision, her thoughts were of Stanley, 
and him alone. 

The clock struck three. — ^This is not quite 
kind, thought Amelia. But that thought was 
instantly checked; she would not cherish the 
idea of his unkindness for a moment; she 
conceived it to be unjust ; and hence, in order 
to banish it effectually, she opened a new and 
popular novel, which, however, failed to 
interest her. Still she kept her eyes fixed 
upon its pages, and tried to enter into its 
spirit, until the clock struck four, when she 
burst into tears. For the first time she felt 
that she was neglected, and that feeling was 
fraught with a terrible pang. And clearly, 
had she been able to ward it off much longer, 
she must have been either more or less than 
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mortal. No creature ever loved with mote 
warmth and devotion^ none could ever have 
been more gentle, more patient, more con- 
fiding; but let those who may be incUned 
to deem her suspicions (^ neglect either 
wholly unjustifiable or premature, compare 
her former position with that which she 
occupied then. But a few weeks before she 
was the centre of a circle of affectionate 
relatives and friends, the beloved of all by 
whom she was surrounded* All strove to 
anticipate her wishes, to contribute in every 
possible way to her happiness ; and enjoying, 
as she did to the full extent their sweet 
society, she was happy, and buoyant, and 
gay. TTiese friends, this society, this happi- 
ness, she had sacrificed for one in whom 
her heart of hearts had taught her to confide, 
but who neglected her, not, indeed, from any 
base desire to do so, but for want of resolu- 
tion to avoid those temptations which he ought 
before their union to have taught himself 
to resist. She had now no society, no friends 
around her; she had given up all for him, 
and he was almost continually absent. Who, 
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then, can marvel that she experienced painful 
feelings ? Oh ! how much misery and vice 
would be averted if they who possess every 
blessing which parental affection can impart, 
with every comfort which affluence can collate- 
rally yield, were deliberately to weigh present 
happiness against the prospect of realising 
that which is based upon hope 1 

" Surely/' exclaimed Amelia, " something 
dreadful must have happened. He must have 
met with some very sad accident; he must 
have been maimed or robbed by heartless ruf- 
fians — ^perhaps murdered !*' 

Something of a serious nature she felt sure 
had occurred, or he certainly would not have 
remained out so late. Yet what could she 
do ? Should she send to the hotel ? He 
surely could not^ under the circumstances, be 
angry if she were to do so ? She rang the bell 
at once, and, on being informed that Bob was 
in bed, desired William to get into the first 
cab he met, and to hasten to the Tavistock. 

^^ Do not,*^ she added, ^^ on any account 
send in. Simply inquire if your master is 
there, and come back to me as quickly as 
possible/' 
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The servant started^ and Amelia paced thd 
room in a state of anxiety the most intense ; 
for since she had conceived the probability 
of his having been injured^ that belief was 
each succeeding moment more and more con-^ 
firmed. She opened the window, and went 
out on the balcony, and Ustened to every 
footstep and every vehicle that approached; 
but as this was a source of continual disap- 
pointment, she paced the room again> resolved 
to wait until the servant returned with all 
the patience she could summon. 

At length a cab stopped at the door, when 
she rang the bell violently, and flew to the 
stairs. It was a single knock, and her heart 
sank within her* The door was opened, and 
William entered to convey the intelligence 
that the hotel was closed; that not a light 
was to be seen; and that he had rung the 
bell again and again without obtaining an 
answer. 

What was to be done? A thousand new 
fears were conceived in an instant. She rang 
the bell for her maid; she could no longer 
bear to be alone ; her mind was on the rack, 
and every fresh apprehension teemed with 
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others of a character more and more ap- 
palling. 

" Good Heavens ! Smith, what am I to do ?^' 
she exclaimed, as her maid entered, " What 
is to be done !" And she again burst into 
tears, which for a time overwhelmed her. 

" My dear, dear lady, cheer up. Don't 
distress yourself, pray don't. He can't be 
long now ; he is sure to return soon." 

^^ Oh ! Smith, I fear not. I fear that some 
frightful accident has happened. Sit down 
and stay with me. If he don't soon return I 
shall go mad !" 

Smith did as she was desired ; but she had 
not been seated long before she began to nod 
and breathe very hard. Amelia started up 
to pace the room again, but Smith was 
unable to keep her eyes open even for an 
instant; and as in a very short time her 
hard breathing amounted to a most unpleas- 
ing snore, her mistress dismissed her to 
bed. 

The clock struck five, and Amelia was 
again quite alone. Her state of mind was 
jiow frightful. Every horrible accident that 



190 STANLEY THOBN, 

could be conceived she imagined by turns had 
befallen Stanley. She again went to the 
window, and after looking out upon the dark- 
ness for some time, so excited and so nervous 
that the motion of a mouse would have 
alarmed her, she was about to return to the 
fire, when she was startled by the sound of 
a harsh cracked voice upon the stairs. Her 
blood chilled, and she became motionless; 
she listened, and trembled violently as she 
listened ; it was some man singing ! The 
tune changed, and the tones became nearer 
and more harsh, and she distincly heard the 
words. 

Oh, the roses is red, and the wiolets is blue, 
And the type of infection's the dove ; 

But then neither doves, roses, nor wiolets won't do 
For to noatch with the gal wot I lo-o-o-ove. 
For to noatch with the gal wot I love. 

Who was it ? Whom on earth could it be ? 
Some burglar, perhaps, whom drink had made 
reckless ? She was about to dart from the 
window to the bell, with the view of summon- 
ing assistance ; but as at the moment she 
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heard the handle of the door turn, she flew 
behind the curtain in a state of mind the mos^t 
dreadful that can possibly be conceived. The 
door opened, and she heard some one enter 
and walk across the room. She was half 
dead with fright ; she did not dare to touch 
the curtain ; but as she at length summoned 
courage sufficient to look through an opening, 
she saw the back of a man without his coat 
standing thoughtfully before the fire. She 
felt as if she could have sunk into the earth. 
Her agitation was excessive. The next moment^ 
however, the man turned his head, and she 
beheld — fiob in a fit of somnambulism, with 
a pair of Stanley's boots in his hand ! She 
had heard of his being a somnambulist, but 
had never before seen him in that character ; 
and, although her apprehensions having refe- 
rence to the crime of. burglary vanished, she 
would neither make her appearance, nor allow 
herself with any degree of freedom to breathe. 
Bob stood before the fire for a considerable 
time, and when he felt himself thoroughly 
comfortable and warm, he began again to 
sing the refrain touching the character of the 
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girl whom he loved. He then placed the 
boots upon the rug, and his candle upon the 
table near the tray which had been set out 
for chocolate, and upon which were two 
peculiarly-shaped bottles, one containing roa-f 
raschino, and the other cura9oa, of which 
Stanley after chocolate was especially fond. 
Bob looked at these bottles for a minute or 
two, as if some powerful inclination had been 
struggling with his conscience ; but it appeared 
that his conscience submitted to a defeat, 
for he poured out a glass of maraschino and 
drank it. He then looked steadily at the 
bottle beside it, and at length helped himself 
to a glass of cura9oa ; not indeed because he 
appeared to dislike the maraschino — by no 
means : it was manifest that his object was 
simply to taste both, that he might know 
which was fairly entitled to his preference. 
This point, however, he appeared to be even 
then unable to decide with any degree of satis- 
faction to himself. He rolled his tongue over 
and over, and nodded, and winked, and smacked 
his lips with due gusto in honour of each ; 
Jind as he evidently fancied that both were 
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particularly pleasant, he naturally felt that he 
should like to ascertain precisely how they 
relished together. Actuated by this highly 
laudable impulse^ he poured out about half 
a glass of maraschino, and then filled it up 
to the brim with cura9oa^ and having placed 
the two bottles exactly where he found them^ 
he drank the delicious mixture, and, by smack- 
ing his lips louder than before, really appeared 
to approve of it highly. His attention was 
then directed to the appearance of the glass, 
which, by dint of zealous rubbing and breath- 
ing, — for he found the task exceedingly 
difficult of accomplishment, in consequence 
of the glutinous character of the liqueurs, — 
he eventually polished with the blue cotton 
kerchief he wore round his neck; when, 
having tied that little article on again with 
care, he re-established the glass upside down 
in the proper spot, took up his Ught, and 
walked from the room with all the deliberate 
dignity in his nature. 

Amelia now quitted her place of concealment, 
and sank into a chair in a state of exhaustion. 
It was six o'clock. Her thoughts reverted to 
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Stanley^ and as her mind came again quite 
fresh upon the subject, she conceived a variety 
of fresh fears. That which took the firmest 
hold was, that Stanley and her father had met 
the previous evening ; that of course they had 
quarrelled ; that a challenge had passed between 
them ; and that they had both kept from home, 
with the view of meeting each other at day-? 
break in the field. She knew the high resolute 
spirit of her father; she knew also the fiery 
disposition of Stanley, and felt that, under the 
existing circumstances, a duel would be the 
inevitable result of their meeting. She then 
dwelt upon the probability of either her father 
being killed by Stanley, or Stanley being killed 
by her father, with an effect so terrible, that 
she became almost frantic. 

Seven, eight, nine o'clock came ; still Stan- 
ley did not return. She rang again for the 
servants. She knew several of the friends 
with whom he had dined the previous evening, 
and to them she sent at once to ascertain what 
they knew about Stanley. 

The answer in each case was, that he had 
left the party early in the evening alone, which 
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had the same effect upon her as if her worst 
fears had been absolutely realised. She was 
distracted ; she knew not what to do ; nor had 
she a single soul near her with whom to ad-* 
vise. 

At length she sent for a coach, and, attended 
by one of the servants, proceeded to the house 
of the widow, whom she found just sitting 
down to breakfast, and who became so exces-* 
sively alarmed on perceiving AmeUa's agitation^ 
that she almost fainted. 

*^ Good gracious !*' she exclaimed, ^^ what 
on earth is the matter ? What has happened 
to Stanley ? My dear girl what is it ?'* 

^^ I cannot tell what,'* replied Amelia, in 
tears ; ^^ but I am sure that something dreadful 
has occurred. He has not been home all 
night V' 

^^ Ho f" exclaimed the widow, between a 
whisper and a groan, as if the announcement 
had really to some extent relieved her, when, 
kissing Amelia affectionately, she added, ^^ My 
child, we must hope for the best. Let us hop6 
that he is at home even now. Pll go with you 
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at once. Depend upon it, my love, you will 
find him when you return/' 

They therefore immediately started, and on 
the way it was evident that the widow had 
something in her more experienced head, of 
which Amelia had happily no conception. She 
was not, however, without her apprehensions, 
although they were neither so lively nor so ter- 
rible as those of Amelia, until she was informed 
of the assimied probability of Stanley and 
Captain Joliffe having met, quarrelled, and 
fought, when her alarm became, if possible, 
more frightfully intense than even that of 
Amelia herself. 

^' Gracious ?^ she cried, raising her hands, 
and assuming an expression of horror. " And 
is your father bloodthirsty, my love ?'* 

^* Oh, dear me, no ! quite the reverse !'* 

" But has he been accustomed to shooting, 
my dear ?'* 

^* He is a soldier,*^ returned Amelia. 

^* I see it all ! I see it all ! My Stanley is 
no soldier ; he never had, to my knowledge, a 
pistol in his hand, fie is sacrificed ! — cruelly 
sacrificed ! My love, send to Richmond this 
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moment — send instantly, to ascertain whether 
Stanley has been heard of, and whether the 
Captain, your father, be at home. Send Ro- 
bert ; he will make the most haste/' 

Bob w^s accordingly summoned, and desired 
to mount his swiftest horse immediately, — to 
gallop to Richmond to make the necessary in-* 
quiries, — and then to gallop back with all pos- 
sible despatch. 

" Fly ! fly 1*' cried the widow ; ** stop for 
nothing ! The very life of your master may 
depend upon your speed !'^ 

Not another word was needed to put Bob 
upon his mettle. The very moment he heard 
that, he darted round to the stable, twisted a 
halter into the mouth of his best horse, and 
having mounted, dashed out of the yard as he 
was. 

^* Oh ! these duels !— these duels ! — these 
duels V^ exclaimed the widow. ^^ He is mur- 
dered, my love ! — I am sure of it V^ 

" HushP* cried Amelia, darting wildly to the 
window, as a coach at the moment drew up to 
the door. The widow followed. The coach- 
man slowly descended from his box, and knock- 
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ed loudly. Amelia could not breathe^ her 
anxiety was so intense : but when^ on the door 
being opened, she saw Stanley alight^ she 
clasped her hands fervently, and falling upon 
her knees, mentally offered up a thanksgiving. 

Before she had risen Stanley rushed into the 
room^ and, having caught her in his arms, 
kissed her ardently, while she, sobbing aloud, 
and clinging fondly to him, passed her hand 
over his pale, cold brow, as if to be sure that it 
was he who embraced her. Seeing her distress^ 
and knowing what she must have suffered, for 
the first time since he was an infant Stanley 
shed tears. For some moments neither could 
speak. He held his hand to his mother, who 
was at the time giving vent to her feeUngs very 
loudly, and kissed her ; and then sank upon 
the sofa, with Amelia still clinging to his 
.neck. 

^ My love — my dearest love \" said Amelia, 
at length, faintly, " you look ill— very ill. I 
much fear even now that something dreadful 
has occurred/' 

ftf No — no, my sweet girl ; nothing — nothing 
of importance." 



STANLEY THORN. 1^9 

"Tell me/^ said Amelia anxiously, ^^'iki^ 
nothing serious has happened, and L shall feet 
as if in heaven 1'* » > 

" Nothing Prions ' Aov' happened, I ftssurei 
you upolt my h4nour.'^ ' ' '^ 

" Are y#u $ufe — quite sure," said the>OTdow^ 
^ that you have hot been engaged in a duel ?^' 

^* A dueU'^»cried Stanley. "How came you 

to think of a d^e*?^ <, ^'- '» '♦'^ 
« " Oh,e(^' have had a idoUsand thoughts !'*" 
\^ t&id Am'elifi/ "We have been tortured with ak 
thousand apprehensions. But, my love, you 
m^^ faint. Come, draw near the fire. You 
fcok ve»j»rr7Very pile.'* - . / 

\ ^< I Tiirilk jttot step into my> roomr for one mvi 
ment, and tbeiiwe^^ sit ddwh together, diat 
I may give youa/fuil ex^an&ticnr.^' ^' [ c \> ■} 
This, however, he had;n6 iiitemtlon^ of doi%f 
nor could he have done so had he' eveai £sl4 
disposed, for he had been in a state of insen- 
sibility from half-past three that morning until 
ten, when he found himself in a station-house, 
lying on a board before the fire, and surrounded 
by a number of policemen, from whom he as- 
certained that he was discovered in Covent 
Garden Market about five, fast asleep on a pile 
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of carrots, with his pockets turned completely 
inside out. He was also informed that as he 
looked very iU, the inspector, instead of placing 
turn in a cell, had allowed him to lie near the 
fire, and that he would have to go at eleven 
before the magistrate, as a purely official mat- 
ter, of course. On hearing this he rose, and 
sent at once for a friend, but felt particularly 
queer ; and, on making his appearance at the 
appomted hour before the magistrate he was 
fined « five shillings for being drunk,- and 
discharged. He had no knowledge whatever 
of the way in which he had been robbed. The 
value of his watch was about fifty guineas, and 
he had in his purse between twenty and thirty 
pounds. For his loss he cared but little ; his 
chief object was to invent a specious tale to 
tell Amelia ; and that object he had scarcely 
accomplished when he returned to the room. 

" Well,'' said the widow, when they had 
been sitting for some time, ^^ and what was it 
after all that caused your absence ?" 

" The thing is soon explained,^' replied Staur 
ley, — " very soon. The fact is, I was coming 
home early, according to my promise; and, 
being foolish enough to walk, I was attacked 



STANLEY THORK. 201 

near the Haymarket by a mob of cowardly 
ruffians, by whom I was knocked down, robbed, 
and left insensible; in which state I presume 
some kind creature foimd me, for on awaking I 
perceived that I had been carried to an hotels 
and placed comfortably in bed.'^ 

*^ Heaven bless him !" cried Amelia. *' I 
wish to goodness we knew him, that we might 
thank him as he deserves. But you are hurt,'' 
she continued, starting up with the view of 
examining his head. ^^ I feel sure that you are 
hurt, you look so dreadfully pale.'* 

" No, indeed I am not. They simply stunned 
me ; that was all : I feel nothing of it now.'* 

" And what hotel did they take you to, dear?'* 
inquu-ed the widow, who did not by any means 
believe a single word of it. ^* What is the 
name of the hotel ?" 

^^ I think they call it Pequeen's. I am not 
quite sure, but I think it*s Pequeen's. I was, 
however, so anxious to get home that I did not 
take any particular notice." 

The incredulous widow deemed it prudent to 
press this matter no farther ; at which Stanley 
was by no means displeased. It was the very 
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first direct and deliberate falsehood he bad ever 
told ; and nothing could surpass the deep feel- 
ing of humiUation he at the moment expe- 
lienced. It was a meanness at which his spirit 
revolted; and the blood rushed to his cheeks 
for very shame. 

A servant now entered to announce the re- 
turn of Bob; and Stanley^ of course^ inquired 
where he had been. 

^* We sent him to Richmond," said Amelia. 
^^ We feared " 

" To Richmond !" cried Stanley, with an ex-r 
pressionof amazement-— "to Richmond! Good 
Heavens ! surely you don't mean to say that 
you sent him to inquire for me there !" 

^^ I am sorry — truly sorry, if you are dis- 
pleased ; but really I knew not what to do. I 
was nearly distracted. But^ indeed, it was the 
very last place. I sent first to inquire of every 
friend I could think of. I did, indeed !'' 

*^ Sent first to inquire of every friend ! Then 
the thing is by this time all over the country ! 
But, how could you think that they knew any- 
thing of me at Richmond ?'' 

" I feared, my love, that you had met p^pa ; 
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that you had quarrelled; and that either he 
had challenged you, ot you had challenged him/' 

^^ And the moment/' said^the widow in con- 
tinuation, — ^^ the very moment I heard of the 
probability of such a thing, I suggested that 
Robert should be immediately despatched to 
ascertain if it really were so/' 

" I suspected that it was one of your bril- 
liant thoughts, mother," said Stanley with con- 
siderable bitterness. 

^^ Believe me,'' said Amelia, " we did every- 
thing for the best. Tou cannot conceive what 
a horrible state of mind we were in." 

" Well, the thing is done," said Stanley, 
^^ and cannot be undone. Send Bob up," he 
continued, addressing the servant. *^ I would 
not have had it happen for five thousand 
poimds." 

Bob, who was already at the door, now ap- 
peared in a state of steaming perspiration. He 
panted, and blew out his cheeks to some con- 
siderable extent, and smoothed his hair, and 
looked as if he had not a dry thread about 
him. 
^ ^^ Well !" said Stanley, ** whom did you see?" 
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^* I saw the Captain and Mrs. Joliffe. They 
had me in^ sir^ and said they knew nothing at 
all about where you was." 

'' Did they say nothing more ?'^ inquired 
Amelia. 

^^ No, ma'am/' replied Bob 3 " nothing more; 
only the Captain said it was just what he ex- 
pected, and then his lady set off crying fit to 
break " 

" There, leave the room !" cried Stanley with 
some fierceness, which Bob, as he obeyed, 
thought strikingly ungrateful ; for he really had 
done the whole four-and-twenty miles in less 
than an hour and a half; and he held it within 
himself to be questionable whether he should 
have done the entire distance in so short a 
space of time, had he known before what he 
knew then. 

While Bob was engaged in the development 
of his feelings by rubbing himself dry with 
tmparalleled severity, Stanley and Amelia were 
sitting in silence; for, while the former felt 
galled at the idea of the affair having been pub- 
lished so extensively, the thoughts of the latter 
being at Richmond, induced as usual a fit of 
sadness. 
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Stanley's reverie was, however, soon at an 
end, for his friends came pouring in with the 
view of ascertaining if they could do him any 
service by backing him up. 

While Stanley was engaged with the last of 
these gentlemen, Amelia herself had a visiter— 
one whom she did not by any means expect^ 
and who was announced as a lady closely veiled, 
who had arrived in a hackney-coach, who bad 
refused to send up either her name or her card, 
and who wished to speak immediately with 
^^ Mrs. Thorn '* alone. 

AmeUa, who was still very nervous, looked 
upon these indications of mystery with alarm ; 
and the widow, who had conceived a variety of 
ideas having reference to Stanley's indiscretion, 
contended that she was the more proper per- 
son to receive the mysterious stranger. Amelia 
of course readily yielded, and the widow at 
once bustled down, in the full expectation of 
seeing some creature with far more boldness 
than virtue. She was prepared for her, how- 
ever, let her be whom she might, and hence 
bounced into the room, with an aspect indica- 
tive of dignity on the one hand, and inflexi- 
1)ility on the other* 
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The stranger rose, and bowed slightly, and 
then observed that she was anxious to see Mrs. 
Thorn. 

^^ My name is Thorn,*' said the widow. 

The stranger again bowed^ and then said, 

^^ Mrs. Stanley Thorn is the lady I wish to 
see.** 

^^ She is not quite well this morning,^* ob« 
served the widow. 

^^ I am aware of it,** said the stranger. ^^ But 
probably you will do me the favour to state 
that I am a very old friend, and will not long 
detain her." 

The widow moved, and was on the point of 
saying something about whom she should have 
tiie honour to announce to Mrs. Stanley, and 
so on ; but the manner of the stranger was so 
ladylike and gentle that she bowed and retired^ 
completely disarmed. 

" She is rather an elderly person,'* said the 
widow on her return to Amelia. ^^I cannot 
exactly make her out ; but at all events I think 
that you may see her with perfect safety.** 

Amelia at this moment experienced a most 
extraordinary sensation. She could not account 
for it. It might have proceeded from the pain** 
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ful State of nervous excitement in which she 
had been kept during the night ; but she cer- 
tainly never had so strange a feeling before. She 
however went down, although excessively agi- 
tated, and on entering the room saw her mother ! 

** My dear — dear mamma !" she exclaimed, 
rushing into her arms, '* What joy to see you 
here r 

Tliese were the only words that passed for 
some moments. Every feeling was merged in 
that of affection. Their hearts beat in unison — 
Nature was triumphant. 

*^ Heaven bless you, my child !— bless you P* 
sobbed the affectionate mother. " My heart is 
too full to allow my feelings to be expressed." 
And as she spoke the tears gushed from her 
eyes, while Amelia, who clung to her, kissed 
her with heartfelt emotion. 

^^ Oh, this is kind indeed !" said Amelia, — 
^' most kind. It is more than I could have ex- 
pected, — much more than I deserve.*' And, as 
at the moment she appeared to have been 
awakened to a sense of her position, she with 
downcast eyes dropped upon her knees. 

"I came not to reproach you, my love; I 
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came not for the purpose of wounding your 
feelings^ but simply to learn if you are treated 
kindly here ?" 

^^Oh! yes— most kindly/' repUed Amelia. 
'^My Stanley is most affectionate. He does 
all in his power to promote my happiness. In- 
deed he is a dear good creature* I cannot 
sufficiently love him." 

" My child^ conceal nothing from me. This 
morning you sent to our house. He had been 
out all night, and " 

" Yes — yes ; he unfortunately met with an. 
accident. He was knocked down by some 
heartless persons, who, having robbed him, left 
him insensible." 

^^ Is he then seriously injured ?'' 

"Thank Heaven!" cried Amelia, "he is 
not ; although I am sure they have injured him 
more than he will admit ; he is so anxious to 
conceal from me everything calculated to give 
me the slightest pain/' 

'^Then in general he behaves with great 
kindness ?'' 

"Oh, invariably!" replied Amelia. "There 
is nothing in his conduct of which I can com- 
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plain. There is nothing, in fact, which does 
not deserve the warmest praise." 

'^ I am happy to hear it. My mind is now 
relieved. I much feared that it was otherwise, 
and therefore determined to steal away this 
morning, in order to ascertain from your own 
lips if it were so/' 

" But you will not leave me yet ?'* 

^^ I must, my dear child. I must return as 
quickly as possible. No one has the slightest 
idea of my coming. It must, moreover, be 
kept a profound secret still." 

^^ Mamma!'' exclaimed Amelia, in a tone 
which could not fail to touch the heart. *^ Dear 
— dear mamma, kiss me, and forgive me ! Pray 
' — pray, mamma, forgive me !*' and again she 
sank imploringly upon her knees, and sobbed 
bitterly. 

"I do, my child, forgive you. From my 
heart, from my soul, I forgive you." 

" Bless you ! — bless you ! — ^bless you P' cried 
Amelia, as she kissed the trembling hand of 
her mother passionately, and bathed it with her 
tears. " Then I may hope that you will en- 
deavour to obtain for us the forgiveness of dear 
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papa ! Notliing but that is required now td 
perfect our happiness* You will? Dear 
mamma ! let me beg of you — oh ! let me im- 
plore you— '^ 

Amelia at this moment was so extremely 
energetic that her piercing voice reached the 
ears of Stanley^ who darted at once into the 
room ; and^ haying raised her^ bowed ^stantly 
to Mrs. JoIi£fe^ and said, ^^ Madam, Amelia is 
not now in a fit state to bear reproaches.'* 

No — no Stanley, no ?^ exclaimed Amelia> 
you mistake, my love. Mamma has beeii 
kind— very kind.'^ 

" I beg pardon,'^ said Stanley. ^^ I feel, of 
course, grateful for any kindness that may have 
been shown .'* 

Mrs. JohflFe offered her hand, which Stanley 
felt but too happy to take. " I have not time 
no,w,'' she observed, " to say another syllable. 
Amelia will explain all. I must return with all 
possible speed. Adieu, my children ! Heaven 
bless you both !'' 

" But you'll allow me to see you home ?'' said 
Stanley. 

^^ By no means.*' 
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" Well, part of the way ?'^ 

^^ Yes, do, mamma, do \" said Amelia. 

" Well, a very short distance. I return by 
the stage. ^' 

She then took an affectionate farewell of 
Amelia, by whom she was accompanied to the 
door, and, when Stanley had handed her into 
the coach, he ran back for a moment, and said 
to Amelia, ^^ Do not wait dinner, my love ; I 
will, if possible, go all the way.'^ 

Amelia was delighted : she looked upon a 
speedy reconciliation as certain; and as the 
coach drove from the door, she turned to shed 
tears of joy. 
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CHAPTER XL 

btanlby's introduction to a modbri^ 
pandemonium. 

On reaching Piccadilly, Stanley begged so 
earnestly to be allowed to take the coach on at 
least as &r as Kew that Mrs. Joliffe opposed it 
only as if she really wished he would. They 
therefore stopped at the White Horse Cellar^ 
and having engaged a place in the next Rich- 
mond stage, rode forward, and soon began to 
converse with as much freedom as if nothing 
of importance had happened. He had always 
been a most especial favourite of Mrs. JoliflFe ; 
and during their journey his conversation so 
charmed her that she not only began to feel 
by no means astonished at what had occurred, 
but really held it to be a pity that they should 
continue to be separated, and thereby deprived 
of each other^s society. 
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Stanley saw that he had made a deep im-' 
pression^ and therefore called all his eloquence 
into action with the view of making it *^ deeper 
and deeper still ;" and in this he so admirably 
succeeded^ that when the stage overtook them 
at KeWj she shook hands with him in the 
warmest and most affectionate manner pos- 
sible, and left, fully resolved, without any 
solicitation on his part, to endeavour to effect 
an immediate reconciliation, 

Stanley now directed his thoughts to Colonel 
Palmer, conceiving that to be the day for which 
the engagement had been made ; and, although 
he had requested Amelia not to keep the dinner 
waiting, expressly in order that he might meet 
that gentleman, it will be here quite proper 
to state that it was an appointment which in 
any event he was firmly determined to keep. 
He was anxious to ascertain where the Colonel 
had left him that morning ; in whose society ; 
at what hour : indeed, there were several little 
particulars connected with his adventure upon 
which he thought his friend might be able to 
throw a light. 

On reaching town he therefore directed the 
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coachman to drive to the hotel where he found 
the gallant Colonel, (who had totally forgotten 
his engagement with Lord Chesterfield,) reading 
the journals of the day. 

Stanley approached him unperceived, and 
placed his hand upon his shoulder, when the- 
Colonel started up, re^y as if he had at the 
moment given birth to the idea of its being 
some individual who knew him very well. This 
to Stanley was inexplicable, of course ; but the 
Colonel soon felt himself better, and they shook 
hands with great cordiality. 

" I scarcely expected,'^ said Stanley, *^ to find 
you here thus early/* 

" I should not have been here so soon,'' re- 
turned the Colonel, " had I not been deceived 
by my fool of a watch.'* 

" That is precisely the thing of which I am 
destitute,** said Stanley. " / have no watch to 
deceive me.*' 

The Colonel, who appeared to be perfectly 
ignorant of the matter involved in this quiet 
intimation, waived that particular branch of 
the subject by saying, " Well how did you get 
home f " 
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^^ The very point I wish to come at,** said 
Stanley. " I know exactly how I got home ; 
but of all that occurred between half-past three 
o'clock and five I am utterly unconscious/* 

'* I never saw such a fellow in my life T* 
cried the Colonel. " I have known in my time 
many high-toned dogs, but I never happened 
to meet with so perfect a devil.'* 

^^Why/* said Stanley, who, in accordance 
with the lively anticipation of the Colonel, 
looked upon this as an extremely high compli- 
ment, " what did I do ?'* 

*^ Do! You recollect leaving the placQ 
where they gave us the vile filthy stuff they 
call negus ?'* 

*^ No, indeed I do not.** 

" You do not !*' cried the Colonel, with an 
expression of surprise, which was really very 
clever in its way. ^^ Do you mean to tell me 
that you do not remember our walking from 
the room with that woman you were so sweet 
upon ?" 

^^ Certainly. I recollect nothing of the 
sort. But what occurred after that ?'* 

" Why, the moment we were out of the 
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place^ you called a cab, which I thought very 
wise^ of course expecting that you intended to 
go home at once ; but the cab no sooner drew 
up than you insisted upon the fellow getting 
inside with me. You would drive. You 
would have the girl with you on the box. You 
would see us both home ; for you were sure 
that we were much too far gone to escape mis- 
chief. Well, being at the time nearly as bad as 
yourself, I consented to get inside with the 
eabman ; but you and the girl were no sooner 
on the box than a policeman caught hold of 
the horse's head, and of course checked at 
once the development of your skill as a tooler. 
To the prompt interference of that man I attri- 
bute the present imbroken condition of my 
neck. I had, of course, very diflFerent ideas on 
the subject then, while you were so excessively 
indignant with the policeman that you threat- 
ened him with instant annihilation. You would 
fight him. You would bet fifty pounds to a 
shilling that you would polish him off in the 
space of three minutes. The man was, how- 
ever, exceedingly good-natured : and, as I 
slipped half-a-sovereign into his hand, he 
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walked quietly away. I then again endea- 
voured to persuade you to go home. But^ no. 
Did I think that you were drunk? Could I 
really entertain an idea so absurd ? Why, of 
course I couldn't then, as you put it so point- 
edly : still I endeavoured to persuade you to 
go home. Well, you would; but you must 
first treat the cabman, and as the fellow 
promptly offered to point out a place, he led 
the way to one of the market-houses here in 
Covent-Garden. Well, on entering this den 
we found it crowded with a swarm of dirty 
vagabonds 5 you entered at once into the spirit 
of the scene, and appeared to be perfectly 
delighted. Your attention was, in the first 
place, directed to a knot of noisy nymphs, who 
although rather passie^ looked blooming and 
fair, their cheeks being duly embellished with 
brick-dust, while the coarse pores of all the 
other parts of their faces were filled up inge- 
niously with chalk. Having treated these 
ladies with raw rum all round (which caused 
her whom you had brought to start off in high 
dudgeon,) you turned to a mob of emaciated 
beings, who appeared to be trembling upon 
yoL. I. i» 
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the brink of starvation. Their appearance was 
the only thing which seemed to give you no 
pleasure. They brightened up^ however, the 
very moment you noticed them, and promptly 
asked what you were going to stand. ^ W hat 
will you have ?^ said you. — * A drain o' gin,' was 
the reply. In this they were unanimous, 
^ Shall I order half a pint?* inquired one. — !• 
^ Half a pint ? you exclaimed. ' Half a gallon !' 
— ^They all stared, of course ; but half a gallon 
was ordered, and you paid for it instanter. 
* Trotters ! trotters ! trotters !* cried a fellow 
who had a lot of pigs' pettitoes in a basket. 
You asked the women if they liked those 
particular things ; and, as they held them to 
be delicious, you bought the whole stock, salt 
and all. Of course, they looked upon you as 
little less than a god ; and when you called for 
a dance, they got up at once a legitimate three 
handed reel without music, as the man who 
kept the house placed his veto upon the 
whistling. This seemed to impart to them 
additional delight ; but, as they kept on swal- 
lowing the gin with remarkable constancy and 
freedom, they soon began to drop off like 
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sheep that have been too long in a field of 
clover. On perceiving this you thought it 
high time to start yourself; and having given, 
with a bribe, certain secret instructions to the 
cabman, you led the way out of the house ; but 
I had no sooner got into the cab, expecting, of 
course, that you would follow, than you closed 
the door with a bang, and away went the 
vehicle. I called upon the fellow to stop ; but 
no : he had received his instructions : he would 
keep on ! I therefore sank back quite resigned 
to my fate, and thus we parted." 

Stanley was by no means displeased with the 
relation of this adventure : he on the contrary 
laughed very heartily at various points, as if, 
indeed, he had really done something to be 
proud of. ** But, how very extraordinary," he 
observed, " that I should not have the slightest 
recollection of any one of the circumstances 
you have named ?* 

*^ It is wonderful. I have a poor head 
myself when I have been drinking; but I 
recollect everything that happened as perfectly 
as if I had drunk nothing but water /^ 

Dinner was now placed upon the table, and 

h 2 
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Stanley began to explain how he was found 
by the police upon the carrots; how he was 
taken to the station-house without a shilling 
in his pocket; how he was marched before 
the magistrate ; and how he was fined. 

Of course the Colonel expressed himself 
utterly astonished ! H^d he dreamt that such 
would have been the sequel, no cabman on 
earth should have driven him away. *^ Why, 
where coiild you have got to ?'^ he exclainied, 
*^ But the thing is soon accounted for, Now 
I come to think of it, there were two thievish, 
black-looking scoundrels at the bar with those 
women whom you treated. I have not the 
smallest doubt that they watched you from 
the house, and having plundered you, left 
you asleep as you state. But I really au^ 
very sorry. I am, indeed.'* 

^^ Oh, it isn't of much importance,^' said 
Stanley. " The loss of my watch is the only 
thing I care for. But, then, it is useless to 
dwell upon that now. It is gone, and there 's 
an end of it. But how I could have been 
such an idiot as to act as it appears I did, 
I cannot conceive." 
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The Colonel smiled, and as he had ahready 
succeeded so well in describing the scene gene-^ 
rally, he descended to particulars, and gave 
an infinite variety of amusing imitations of 
Stanley's tone and manner when in a state 
of excitement, which, of course, were assumed 
to be faithful. Upon these he dwelt at large 
during dinner; and, as he felt himself bound 
to be as facetious as possible, he did not fail 
afterwards to drag into their general conver- 
sation the various hits which had had the most 
palpable effect. 

At length Stanley displayed symptoms of 
a desire to leave, being most sincerely anxious 
to be home very early; but the Colonel no 
sooner perceived this anxiety than he felt 
it incumbent upon him to subdue it. 

" Well,'^ said he promptly, without any 
apparent reference to what he had perceived, 
" I suppose that, like myself, you have no 
desire to be out late to-night. We will there- 
fore just finish this bottle, and start.'^ 

** Upon my honour I must beg to be ex- 
cused,'^ said Stanley. 

" Excused !" cried the Colonel. " My dear 
fellow, why ?^' 
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'^ Having been out all last night, I wish 
to be home this evening early.*' 

*' Well, you will be home early. We shall 
both be home early. Look at your watch/^ 
he added, smiling. ^^ You don't mean to say 
that you want to turn into bed at nine !" 

" No ; but, upon my word, you must, under 
the circumstances, excuse me.'' 

" Now that is imfair.. You have made^ 
since I saw you, another appointment." 

'^ No, indeed I have not." 

" Then how is it possible for me to excuse 
you ? Nonsense ! I must have your com- 
pany this evening. Do you want to have 
sixteen or twenty hours' sleep to make up 
for the loss of eight ? Pooh ! you '11 be in 
bed soon enough. I don't intend to stop 
more than two hours myself. You can leave^ 
of course, just when you please." 

Stanley had not explained to the Colonel 
that he was married ; and, as he had no other 
sufl5cient cause to show why the engagement 
he had made should be broken, he consented 
to keep it with the fiill determination to leave 
at eleven precisely. 

'* Of course," said the Colonel, when he 
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found that he had firmly fixed his man, ^^ you 
never play ?*' 

" At chess ? or billiards ?^' inquired Stanley. 

" They are both noble games, but I alluded 
more particularly to hazard.^^ 

*^ I have not the slightest knowledge of the 
game," said Stanley. *^ I never saw it played. 
I have often wished to go into one of those 
houses ; but I never could make up my mind 
to go alone.** 

*^ Oh ! you need not go into a common 
pick-pocketting gambling-house to see the 
game of hazard. Almost every club in Lon- 
don has its play-room. The Imperial has one 
— ^the club to which I belong. If you like, 
as we are not going to stop, we '11 go up to 
the room at once^ and thus avoid the necessity 
for any formal introduction ?" 

" I should like it much better P' said Stan- 
ley. ^^ I have for a long time been anxious 
to see the game played.*' 

*^ It is a game which is known to every man 
of the world,'* returned the Colonel. " But 
come! tenipusfugit.'* 

The bill was therefore ordered and dis^ 
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charged; and when the cab, which they had 
sent for was announced, they at once started. 

Stanley, however, again thought of home. 
He felt that he ought to return to Amelia; 
but, of course, he could not do so then. Still 
he was resolved to leave early let what might 
occur, and conceiving himself to be perfectly 
secure in the assumed strength of that reso- 
lution he turned to dwell with pleasure upon 
the prospect before him. 

The Colonel, on the way, seemed to be 
somewhat more thoughtful than usual : indeed, 
he scarcely opened his lips until the cab 
stopped at a very fair-sized house, a circum- 
stance which seemed at once to rouse him 
from his reverie. 

" Well, here we are,'^ said he, as the cabman 
knocked at the door, which was instantly 
opened by a peculiar-looking porter, who 
appeared to be very anxious to ascertain who 
they were. He seemed to be satisfied, how- 
ever, the moment he saw the Colonel; and, 
having passed through three doors, they as- 
cended the stairs, and were ushered into a 
room which was lighted up brilliantly. 
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In the middle of this room stood a table, 
round which several persons were sitting, while 
a man who stood with a rake in his hand pre- 
sided over a cash-box, and several heaps of 
counters, which were marked ^^ tenpoundy^ ^^five 
poundy^ ^^one poundy^ *^ halfpound^^ and so on. 
The business of this person was to rake the 
money and counters towards him, or to throw 
them to the players as occasion required, and to 
call " five to three,^^ " six to four,*' "six to five,*' 
" five to four,*' or whatever the odds happened 
to be. Considerable sums of money changed 
hands every moment, and Stanley was asto- 
nished at the rapidity with which they played. 
His attention was, however, soon arrested by 
the Colonel, who .introduced him to the pro- 
prietor of the " Imperial,*' whom he found 
to be an extremely vulgar fellow. ** Yer do 
me proud, sir,** said he, " for to wisit my 
Establishment. I ope to ave the honour off 
seein* yer ear offen. D* yer play, sir ?*' 

" Upon my word I have no knowledge of 
the game,** replied Stanley, who was rather 
amused with the fellow. 

" It *s werry heasy ! There *s nothink a tall 

L 3 
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hin it. Set down, sir : 1 11 learn yer in no 
time/' 

Stanley accordingly sat a^ a side-table, when 
the preceptor produced a pair of dice from 
his flaming, salamander-colom'ed velvet waist- 
coat pocket 3 and, having put them into a box, 
said, " Look 'ear ! s'pose yer call seven 's the 
main, — there's five mains, — fr instance, five, 
six, seven, hate, and nine, vich his the on^y 
chances : but, s'pose yer call seven *s the 
main: werry well. Yer throw seven; veil, 
that 's the nick vich in course vins the money. 
If yer throw eleven, that 's the nick too, vich, 
in course vins the money likewise. But, 
s'pose yer throws five ven seven 's the main, 
— t'mstance, there's five, yer know, kater 
hace — vich is French, — then the hods is three 
to two, or six to four, yer know, vich his the 
same ticket ven, if you throws the five ag^in, 
yer know, afore yer throws the seven, yer 
vins both the hods and the stake." 

" But, suppose," said Stanley, " I happen 
to throw two or three ?'* 

" Vy, then in that case hit 's the t' other, 
'cos haces, as veil as duce haces, is crabs. 
But, to show as there 's long hods ag'in yer 
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doin* that, if yer putt a pound down upon 
the haces afore yer throws, and throws haces, 
yer vin thirty pound; and, if yer putt a pound 
down on duce haces, yer then vins fifteen, 
^cos there's on^y vun vay off throwing haces, 
vile there 's two vays off throwin' duce haces, 
yer know/* 

^' But, what do you call crabs ?" 

^' Vy, crabs is on^y ven yer don't vin.'^ 

^' And how many are there ?'* 

** There's four crabs to the seven,— the 
sisses, the haces, hand the duce haces twice ; 
five crabs to the hate — the haces, the duce 
haces twice, an' the sis an' sunk twice; an' 
six crabs to the nine — the sisses twice, the 
haces, the duce haces twice, hand the sis an' 
sunk twice; and, in course, the five his the 
same as the nine, an' the six his the same as 
the hate." ' 

/"' Then these are the chances in favour of 
the table ?" 

^^ Percisely ! There yer 'ave the 'ole thing 
hat vunce ! I know'ed veil you voodent be 
werry long a-learnin'. There *s two or three 
more leetle pints vich '11 come to yer as nat'ral 
as clockverk vile playin'. They calls out the 
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hods, an* it ^s hall skvare 'ear, yer know ! 
regular hupright an' downstraight." 

At this moment Stanley heard the rapid ap- 
plication of those opprobrious terms, " scoun- 
drel !" '' villain !" and « thief!*' and, on look- 
ing round, beheld, to his utter amazement^ 
a fine dashing fellow engaged in the process 
of wringing the nose of the Colonel. Of 
course he started up on the instant with the 
view of assisting his friend ; but before he was 
able to reach him, his vile, crin^ng, cowardly 
spirit was so conspicuous that Stanley stopped 
short, with a feeling of disgust. 

*^ And vort's all this?^' cried Stanley's 
preceptor. ^^ Vort 's 'e bin arter now ?^^ 

** Why do you allow this contemptible black- 
guard to be at the table V^ demanded the Colo- 
nel's fierce assailant. " How can you expect 
men of character and respectability to come 
to the house, while you harbour so consum- 
mate a scoundrel?" 

" That 's hall wery poss'ble," returned the 
proprietor, pursing his lips, and looking 
through his shaggy brows. " But vort his 'e 
bin hat r 
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*^ Securing ! — and stealing my counters." 
" Vort ! the hold dodge agin !'' 
** It is false V^ cried the Colonel, with a 
look of indignation; but he had no sooner 
uttered the words than his accuser turned, and 
seizing him by the throat, shook him violently, 
until, in order to escape chastisement, he sank 
upon the floor. 

^^ That jist sarves yer right ! Now you and 
me cuts it. I told yer afore I woodn^t *ave 
it. I guv yer fair vornin*. Vy carn't yer do 
the thing a leetle matters like a genel'man?'' 
The gallant Colonel made no reply* He 
felt himself reduced to the most minute insig- 
nificance. The circumstance of his having 
his nose thus pulled was sufficiently painful 
per se; but when to this was added the acute 
mortification with which the fact of Stanley 
happening to be present at the time teemed, 
it appeared to be just about as much as he 
could bear. Had the thing been done in the 
dark, or even before a select party of friends, 
to whom his character had previously been 
known, although he might most unquestionably 
have winced, he would have cared in reality 
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but little about it; but the idea of his import- 
ance being thus at once demolished, before 
the eyes of the very jnan whom he had con- 
ceived the most ingenious designs to plunder^ 
really wounded his fine feelings so deeply, 
that he retired, with all the grace of a well- 
whipped spaniel, to the most remote comer 
of the room. 

"Is it possible," thought Stanley, as he 
stood very calmly before the fire, having de- 
clined the affectionate invitation of his precep- 
tor to take a few practical lessons at the table 
— " is it possible that a man so highly educated 
and accomplished can be so depraved ! The 
accusation surely must have been false — and 
yet, could any innocent or honourable man 
have either cringed beneath the infliction of 
a species of chastisement so degrading, or sub- 
mitted thus to the snarling of that low vulgar 
dog ? Do you know that man V^ he inquired 
of the person by whom the Colonel had been 
assailed, and who now approached the fire. 

^' I know him to be one the most pitiful 
villains upon town/^ 

^^ Well,^^ said Stanley, '^ I cannot be asto- 
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nished at that, having seen what I have ; but 
I certainly was never so much deceived. He 
is in the army, is he not ? He styles himself 
colonel/' 

^^ Oh, a colonel is he now ? Last week he 
was a major, and he has been a lieutenant- 
general. But what may his name be at pre- 
sent ?'' 

^^ Palmer,*' replied Stanley. 

** Ah, Palmer — Colonel Palmer — and a very 
good name. It was Dashwood a few days 
ago ; but when I first knew him it was Berke- 
ley.*^ 

^^ But what has he been ?'* 

*^ Why, independently of his having been 
everything as a soldier, between an ensign and a 
general, he has been an extensive West India 
proprietor, heir to some extraordinary estates 
in Ireland, an owner of immense imdiscoverable 
mines in the north, a Russian, Prussian, 
Dutch, and Spanish charge d'affaires, and so 
on: but since he ran through the property 
he had left him while at Oxford, he has been 
what you see him now, a bonnet." 

.« A bonnet !'* said Stanley. " What is that ?'' 
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" A picker up— a jackall — ft fellow whose 
occupation is to seduce young men into houses 
of play to be plundered. He picked you up — 
I knew it the very moment you entered." 

" But surely this is not a common gambling- 
house ?'* said Stanley. 

*^ Why, what else do you conceive it to be ?*' 
" I understood that it was a club/' 
" Oh, a club ! So it is — ^yes, they call it a 
dub — the Imperial Club. I have not the 

pleasure of knowing you, nor do you know me ; 

ft 

but as I perceive that you have had but little 
experience in these matters, let me tell you that 
it is what you imagined it was not.'' 

" Well, I thought that it was strange that 
a club, according to my acceptation of the 

term, should be kept by so vulgar a man.*' 

" Oh, they are all low-bred scamps, from 
the richest to the poorest. The majority are 
of the vilest and most degraded caste; and 
they engage as bonnets such men as our 
mutual friend the colonel, who are accom- 
plished, prepossessing, and in many instances 
highly connected. I presume you know little 
of the game. I saw Sharp teaching you as 
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much as he wished you to know ; but allow 
me to give you a few private lessons/^ 

'* You are very polite/^ said Stanley. ** I 
shall be happy to receive them.'^ 

" Well, then, in the first place, never play 
at all. Shun gaming as you would a pesti- 
lence; for although a tyro almost invariably 
wins at first, it is sure to involve him even- 
tually in ruin.'' 

" A tyro, I suppose, is permitted to win, 
for the purpose of urging him on ?'' 

*^ Where they happen to be sure of him 
again. But it is an extraordinary fact that, 
in the absence of all trickery, men almost 
always win at first,— as if some evil spirit 
presided over the game, with the view of 
communicating the disease ; for a disease it is, 
and one which utter ruin cannot cure. I 
therefore advise you strongly not to play, 
if you wish to preserve any feeling of honour; 
for be assured that, whatever he may profess, 
or however anxious he may be to disguise 
it from himself, no habitual gambler can be a 
really honourable man. His sole object is to 
win. If he can do so fairly, it is well ; but 
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if not, he very soon becomes unscrupulous 
as to the means by which that object is 
attained. Should you ever find the tempta- 
tion to play irresistible^ bear in mind the few 
points with which I am anxious to make you 
acquainted ; for, without any desire to induce 
you to entertain a high opinion of me, I may 
state, that I am so far from being displeased 
with your appearance, that I would not have 
allowed you to be plundered if you had 
played." 

*^ Now,'' thought Stanley, " let me narrow- 
ly watch this man. He may be quite as 
designing a knave as the colonel.'' 

** In the first place,'' continued the stranger, 
'^ you cannot tell whether the dice they give 
you to throw are fair or false — ^there is scarcely 
one man in a thousand that can. They may 
be loaded, or incorrectly marked: you take 
them up as a matter of course, play with them 
and lose, when you attribute the fact solely 
to ill luck ; and hence arises in a great degree 
that species of superstition, which forms one 
of the most prominent characteristics of a 
gamester. Now let me explain to you how 
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you will be able to ascertain whether dice are 
fair or false in a moment. Put the six and 
the ace together thus: then turn them until 
you also get the seven at the side either by 
the quatre trois^ or the cinque deux — let us 
say the quatre trois. Very wellj if the dice 
be fair, you will find the six sevens without 
shifting those dice; that is to say, you will 
find the six ace top and bottom, the quatre 
trois on either side, the cinq deux at the 
ends, and the same when you divide them; 
whereas if they be false, you will find, having 
placed the six ace at the top, trois deux at 
the sides, quatre and dnq at the ends,— in 
short, anything but the right number." 

** Then there are always six sevens on a 
pair of fair dice ?** 

" There are six real sevens ; but as eleven 
is what is professionally yclept the ^ nick' for 
the main of seven, there are in reality eight 
nicks to that main. But remember that, 
unless you find the numbers .precisely as I 
have explained to you, the dice are falsely 
marked. They may, however, be marked 
correctly, and yet be Mse; they may be 
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loaded^ and the only way in which the fact 
can be ascertained without cutting them up^ 
is by trying to spin them. This requires 
some practice ; but if a die will spin^ it cannot 
be loaded; if it be loaded, it never will spin. 
Spin them, therefore, and make the six sevens> 
and then you may be sure that the dice are 
fair.'' 

" I miderstand/' said Stanley. " As far 
as the marking is concerned, the thing appears 
to be exceedingly simple.*' 

^^ It is most simple when explained; but 
there is not one in a hundred at the present 
time who knows how to do it, although 
thousands of pounds would be saved every 
night by that little knowledge alone.'' 

" But what was that trick of the colonel's 
which you exposed ?" 

" It is called ^ securing,' — a species of leger- 
demain which some playmen accomplish with 
surprising dexterity. The trick is done thus : 
I am the caster, and have taken the odds. I 
wish to throw a certain number : very well. 
In taking up the dice, I secure one either 
between the fourth and fifth finger, or between 
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the fifth finger and the palm, and put the other 
into the box. I then throw, of course bringing 
them as near as possible to each other upon 
the table ; and as I have taken care to have 
the deux, trois, or quatre of the one which I 
thus secured uppermost, the chances are turned 
in frvour of mj throwing the very number I 
happen to want/^ 

" But can you not tell by the rattle that 
there is but one die in the box ?^^ 

*' It can be told by an experienced ear 5 
but such an ear only can detect it. I can tell 
in an instant ; and whenever I discover a man 
resorting to the practice, I invariably expose 
him as I did your friend. By the way, where 
did you meet with that ingenious scoundrel ?** 

^' At the theatre,'^ replied Stanley. 

" And he brought you out thus early ?*' 

^^ Oh, this was last evening.'^ 

'^ And what place did he take you to then ? 
Of course you didn't leave him without being 
seduced somewhere ?^- 

" No : we went to an hotel and had supper, 
and thence to one of those saloons in the vioi- 
jiity of Covent Garden.'- 
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^* And did he not in any way swindle 

you ?'^ 

^' No. In fact, he insisted upon paying 
for the supper and champaign/* 

" Of course he'd do that. Then you managed 
to reach home without sustaining any loss ?*' 

" No, indeed I did not. On the contrary, 
I lost my watch, and every pound I had in my 
pocket.'* 

" Exactly. I thought that he would never 
suffer you to escape.'* 

*^ But this was after we had separated.'* 

*^ Doubtless ! Will you explain the par- 
ticulars ?*' 

Stanley did so, and was astonished to see 
the stranger occasionally smile and toss his 
head, as if he could not have understood the 
thing better had he actually been there. 

" Will you be guided by me in this matter ? 
Will you take my advice?'* said he, when 
Stanley had concluded. ^^ I can see through 
it all : you were hocussed ! — that negus was 
drugged ; and, however circumstantial his 
description of the scene at the bar of the 
market-house may have been, depend upon 
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it you never were there. The very moment 
you became insensible, he and the woman led 
you out, and having plundered you themselves, 
left you where you were found by the police. 
Now, as the only thing you care much about 
is your watch, and as, of course, you have no 
desire to make the circumstances public, take 
my advice ; accuse this fellow at once of having 
robbed you ; threaten loudly to call in a 
policeman to take him to the station-house, 
and then to search his lodgings; and the 
chances are in favour of your watch being 
restored/' 

" Good Heaven ! is it possible !*' cried 
Stanley. ^^ But where is he ?'' 

" I saw him leave the room about five 
minutes since; he is still in the house, I 
have no doubt. Come with me; we shall 
find him/' 

They at once left the room ; and having 
learned from the porter below that the colonel 
was in the kitchen, they proceeded there sam 
ceremonie, and discovered that gentleman, in 
company with others connected with the esta- 
blishment, before a dish of boiled tripe, taste- 
fully fringed with immense onions. 
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^ Colonel Palmer,'^ said Stanley, *^ I wish 
to speak with you in private/' 

The colonel blushed deeply as he rose from 
his tripe, and became somewhat nervous ; but 
he followed them, nevertheless, into one of 
^he unoccupied rooms on the ground floor. 

^ I have reason to beUeve," said Stanley, 
on reaching this room, '^ that I have discovered 
the scoundrel who robbed me last night/^ 

" Indeed ?^ cried the colonel, turning at 
the moment very pale. ^' I am very glad 
of it," he added, although anythmg indi- 
cative of gladness in his countenance no 
soul could have perceived,-r-" very, very glad, 
indeed." 

" So am I,^' cried Stanley ; " and I there- 
fore now call upon you to return my watch, if 
you value your liberty.'^ 

In an instant the colonel assumed a look 
of indignation ; his blood became hot, and his 
eyes flashed fire. " Sir P^ said he fiercely, as 
his bosom swelled with wrath, " do you mean 
to insinuate — '^ 

'^ Nothing ?' cried Stanley, with correspond- 
ing fierceness, " I mean to insinuate nothing. 
I mean to charge you distinctly with having 
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robbed me; and, unless you restore that 
watch, I will instantly send for the police." 

*^ Upon my honour I know nothing of it." 

"Liar!*^ cried Stanley, "that base look 
betrays you. Have you got it about you? 
Is it here?*' 

" I will not be thus treated !*' cried the 
colonel; but scarcely had he uttered the 
words when Stanley threw him upon his back, 
and drew a watch from his pocket. It was 
not the watch in question, nor had he any 
other ; and as Stanley began to feel that he 
might have gone a little too far, he relinquished 
his hold. 

^^ Vy, vort's o'clock now?*' cried the stumpy 
proprietor, who entered the room at this 
moment. " Vort hin the name o* God and 
Mighty his it?'* 

" Will you send for a policeman ? Last 
night this scoundrel robbed me of my watch, 
and Pm now resolved to make him give 
it up.** 

" Give it hup ! — ^has a matter oflF course. 
Kam, none o* yer warment manoeuvres — shell 
out !** 

VOL. I. M 
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" Upon my word I have not got it, I have 
not, indeed.'* 

** No, I dares to say not ; ner yer don know 
vere it his ?" 

*^ For your own reputation, Sharp, make 
him restore it,*' said Stanley*s friend. ^* He 
is a servant of yours, and you are therefore to 
some extent involved." 

*^ Do me the favour to go for a policeman,** 
said Stanley to his friend, " or watch the 
villain narrowly while I run myself.'* 

" Don't, for God and Mighty's sake, bring 
the polis hin 'ear ! They cusses the *specta- 
bility of hevery 'stablishment they henters. 
1*11 bundle 'im hout neck and crop, and then 
yer cun give *im hin charge. But hare yer 
a-goin* for to give the ticker hup ? — Kam^ 
that's hall about it.'* 

" I tell you again that I have not got the 
watch,'* replied the colonel ; and he winked at 
the proprietor, conceiving that that might have 
a favourable effect. But in this he was mis- 
taken ; for although Sharp was quite as great a 
villain as himself, the subject of his own 
reputation had been touched, and that induced 
him to be for once in his life honest. 
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"Oh ho! I twigP* said he, the moment 
the wink had been given. ^^ But no, it von^t 
fit; no, nothink oflF the sort ; I von't 'ave it/* 

This the colonel conceived to be extremely 
irregular, " honour among thieves" having 
been for years the recognised motto of both. 
He, notwithstanding, drew him aside, and 
said something in a whisper, as he pulled from 
his pocket a dirty piece of card about an inch 
and a half square. 

" Now, serpose,*' said Sharp, as he returned 
with this card in his hand, " serpose this 'ear 
votch is guv hup, vill yer pledge yer verd 
yer'll perceed no furder ?*' 

" I will,'* replied Stanley. 

" Veil, then, serpose ag'in that it's pawned 
for ten pound, vood yer hin sich a case, yer 
know, be satisfied with the dubblikit ?*' 

Stanley would have been, but his friend 
interposed. *^ By no means," said he, " if 
that wretch has ten pounds in his pocket.*' 

'* *Ave yer got ten pound ?** inquired Sharp. 

" I have not,** repUed the colonel. 

^^ He had more than twenty pounds' worth 
of counters." 

M 2 
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** Thaf s hall weny possible ; but for them^ 
yer know, he guV in a cheque/' 

^^ Well, give me the duplicate/^ said Stanley. 
^* This is correct, of course ?^^ 

"Oh, that's all reg'lar,"' replied Sharp. 
" You 'ave nothink to do but to show it.** 

"Now," said Stanley, addressing the colo- 
nel, " in future keep out of my path* You will 
never again let me catch you within the reach 
of my foot if you are wise." 

" An* *e may think hisself lucky,^' said the 
virtuous proprietor, as Stanley and his friend 
left the room ; " there ain't many as vood 'ave 
let 'im off so heasy. At hall ewents, he don*t 
darken my doors ag'in. I 'ope as this 'ear 
von't perwent yer from honourm* me vith 
another hurly wisit. Good night to yer, 
gen'elmen — I vish yer good night.^' 

They now left the house, and Stanley was 
about to express his thanks warmly; but his 
friend, whom he subsequently found to be a 
member of the House of Commons, would not 
hear a word. " You will find me in the 
Albany," said he, " I shall be happy to see 
you. You must promise to call." 
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The promise was given, and they parted. 
It was then two o'clock. Stanley therefore 
at once proceeded home, where Amelia was 
happy in the conviction that he had been 
dining at Richmond, and had thereby effected 
a reconciliation. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

IN WHICH 8TANLBT PERFORMS A GALLANT ACTION, 
▲ND THB WIDOW IS SMITTEN AGAIN. 

Although Amelia felt for the moment dis- 
appointed, on hearing that Stanley had not 
been to Richmond^ she soon became recon- 
ciled when he described the pleasure evinced 
by Mrs. Joliffe on their way to Kew Bridge . 
while the fact of his having recovered his watch 
(which was really a miraculous fact^ as he ex- 
plained it,) formed, in her gentle judgment, a 
sufficient excuse for his return being so long 
delayed. 

Stanley was not, however, satisfied with him- 
self. He appreciated, perhaps more highly 
than ever, the amiable characteristics of Amelia, 
and upbraided himself with neglect. He began 
to doubt the strength of his own resolution ; 
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and often, while reflecting, would he press his 
lips together, and unconsciously frown, as he 
fixed upon a new course of action, indicative of 
anything but an insensibility to the value of 
self-esteem, the loss of which leaves a man 
nothing of value to lose but his life, and of that 
he then soon becomes reckless. He had fre- 
quently felt that he was not all a husband 
should be to a wife, so affectionate and gentle 
as Amelia; but on this particular occasion, so 
determined was he to reform, that — like a 
drunken individual, who makes up his mind to 
stick to tee-total principles for a week or a 
month, when the prolJability is that he will then 
break loose, and become worse than ever — he 
resolved to devote to her society exclusively 
three entire days ■ To this resolution he ad- 
hered; and Amelia was happy, and had re- 
course to every means at her command of 
rendering that happiness mutual; but before 
the first day was at an end, he began to view 
it as an act of penance. Amelia was all he 
could have wished her to be ; her society was 
pleasing, indeed, very pleasing ; but the plea- 
sure was too monotonous ; the thing became 
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irksome; the hours passed slowly^ and hung 
heavily as they passed; still he would, with 
manly firmness, adhere to his resolution!^-— 
although it would perhaps have been as well if 
he had not. 

On being released from this self-imposed 
punishment — for a punishment he unhappily- 
held it to be — ^he proceeded to the Albany, to 
make his first call upon his friend, Sir William 
Wormwell, the person by whom the soi-disant 
Colonel had been so mercilessly exposed. He 
found him engaged in the pleasing occupation 
of perusing a number of letters from certain of 
his constituents, who were most sincerely 
anxious for him to procure for their sons and 
nephews appointments in the Treasury, the 
Customs, the Colonies, or, in fact — not being 
by any means particular — ^in any other place 
within the scope of his influence, which letters 
he invariably answered to the effect, that he 
was particularly sorry the application had not 
been made two days earlier ; but that he would, 
notwithstanding that unfortunate circumstance, 
assuredly bear the thing in mind. 

His reception of Stanley was of the most 
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cordial character. He appeared to be highly 
pleased to see him ; and, after a long and mu- 
tually interesting converaation, Stanley pre- 
vailed upon him to promise to have a quiet 
domestic dinner with him and Amelia at six, 
when remounting his favourite horse, Marmion, 
he rode towards the Park. 

The day was fine, and, although it was yet 
early, there was rather an unusual number of 
equipages in the ring. Of these equipages 
there was one which especially attracted Stan- 
ley's attention. It was an elegant phaeton, 
drawn by a pair of extremely beautiful white 
ponies, upon one of which was mounted a 
chubby little fellow, who might have been 
seven years of age, although he was quite small 
enough to have been taken for four. In this 
phaeton were two rather brilliantly dressed 
persons, who appeared to be mother and 
daughter, both of whom took particular notice 
of Stanley as he passed them, which notice was 
repeated as often as they met. 

This excited his curiosity. No arms ap- 
peared upon the panel, nor was there any crest 
upon the harness ; while the only livery of the 
u 3 
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boy was a jacket with three rows of round gilt 
buttons, a cap with a gold tassel^ top-boots, 
and an infinitesimally small pair of smalls. He 
had therefore no means of ascertaining who 
they were, although he felt anxious to do so. 
In fact his anxiety on the subject became very- 
intense; for they met with unusual frequency, 
and each time their notice became more 
marked. 

*' Well^'^ thought Stanley, *^ this is singular. 
Who can they possibly be ? I never saw them 
before to my knowledge, although I appear to 
be known to them. I wish they'd bow : Vd 
ride up and speak to them at once.^' 

Inspired with a very lively hope that they 
would give him this little opportunity of ascer- 
taining who they were, he turned again ; but 
scarcely had he done so, when a lady, whose 
horse had taken fright, dashed past, crying 
aloud, " Oh, save me ! — save me !*' 

In an instant Stanley put spurs to Marmion. 
"Courage, courage!'* he cried. "Be silent, 
and you are safe.** 

The lady was then about twenty yards a-head ; 
but, although the horse she rode was a fine> 
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swift, high-spirited creature, the beautiful Mar- 
mion, being put upon his mettle, flew over the 
ground in such gallant style, they were soon 
aide by side. 

" Hold firmly by the saddle,'* .nried Stanley, 
" and drop the reins." 

The lady did so, and he seized them in an 
instant, and tried to check the horse, but in 
vain ; for as Marmion now made strong efforts 
to shoot a-head, he found it difficidt to control 
even him. All he could do, therefore, was to 
keep them side by side in the middle of the 
road, and thus they dashed on until they turned 
round by Cumberland Gate. 

At this point the lady's courage failed. 
"Oh!" she excl^med, *' I'm off! — my head 
whirls I— I can hold on no longer I — I can bold 
on no longer 1" 

"Trust to me then," cried Stanley, who, just as 
she was on the point of fainting, caught her firm- 
ly by the w^st, when, sending his foot home in 
the near stirrup, and checking Marmion's speed, 
he drew her off; but the pommel of the saddle 
caught her habit, and held it. He tried to rend 
the robe, but could not, the whole of his 
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strength being required to sustain his inanimate 
burthen^ who was then in a more perilous posi- 
tion than before. Bob^ however^ fortunately came 
up at the moment^ and having unhooked the 
garment, Stanley had the lady safely in his arms. 

" Stop Marmion P^ cried Stanley, who had 
not then the power to do it himself. 

Bob spoke to him, and Marmion knowing 
the voice, at once slackened his pace, when 
Stanley was able to puU him up with ease. 
Bob then dismounted, and having received his 
master's burthen, who was still quite insensible^ 
and looked pale as death, bore her manfully in 
his arms to the lodge, where every exertion was 
made with a view to her recovery. 

By this time the lady^s servant had provi- 
dentially reached the spot, upon a mare that 
appeared to be about the same age as himself, 
which could not have been much less than 
sixty, and immediately afterwards a carriage 
drove up, containing two of the lady^s relatives, 
when Stanley, conceiving that he could render 
no farther assistance, satisfied himself that the 
patient was recovering, remounted his horse, 
and rode at once through the gate. 
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Bob, however, did not at all approve of his 
immediate departure. He held it to be alto- 
gether premature. It was a proceeding to 
Y Tvhich he gave no countenance, and which, in- 
deed, he never would have sanctioned, his 
private opinion being, that if his master had 
I remained until the lady had had time to look a 
|> little about her, BOmething like a present would 
t-liave passed between her friends, in the fulness 
of their gratitude, and himself. Nay, so deeply 
was he impressed with this conviction, that, as 
his master remounted, he intimated, as point- 
edly as possible, the expediency of being 
permitted to take upon himself the entire res- 
ponsibility of catching the lady's horse, which 
would have answered his purpose perhaps 
equally well; but as even this privilege was 
denied him, notwithstanding he urged that it 
was six to four, at least, against the lady's 
groom catching that horse in a fortnight, he 
thought it ao particularly unhandsome and un- 
kind, that, as tiie natural sweetness of his 
disposition began to change, he pronounced it 
to himself, confidentially, to be enough to make 
a man's blood boil. 
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On reaching home, Stanley found his mother, 
whom Amelia had prevailed upon to dine there 
that day, and who was therefore about to dis-* 
miss her carriage. Her spirit was perturbed- 
She was fidgety and absent, and indeed ap- 
peared to have been altogether put out. She 
had passed Mr. Ripstone that morning; and 
Mr. Ripstone, by bowing with pecidiar polite- 
ness, had awakened those beautiful feelings 
which, cradled in her heart, had been sleeping 
so soundly and so long. She would have 
stopped the carriage, — she would have sent 
the servant after Mr. Ripstone, — she would 
have taken his hand with the same cordiality 
as before; but serious considerations, having 
reference to the correctness of such a course, 
backed by an acute recollection of what had 
occurred, began to struggle with her inclina- 
tion, and long before the contest was decided 
Mr. Ripstone was out of sight. Still she felt 
it very strongly; it interfered to some extent 
with the usual regularity of her pulse, while 
her nerves appeared to be — nay, really were — 
quite unsettled. But when she heard from 
Stanley that she would — ay, that very day — 
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dine with Sir William Wormwell, a Baronet, 
and a member of Parliament to boot ! — regret 
was supplanted by hope^ and her spirit became 
much more tranquil. She deemed it then 
singularly fortunate that she had not spoken 
to Mr. Ripstone ; and as she proceeded home 
to dress, — for that was held to be, under the 
circumstances, absolutely indispensable, — she 
thought that Lady Wormwell was a remarka- 
bly euphonious name, and, moreover, one 
which could not be objected to even by the 
most fastidious. Lady Wormwell !— really it 
soimded very well, and would look very well 
on a card. Lady Wormwell — Mrs. Ripstone. 
No comparison could be rationally instituted 
between them ; — the difference was very wide, 
and as to which name was entitled to the 
preference ! — Well, she reached home, and 
having dressed irresistibly, returned to Stan- 
ley's house filled with high aspirations, and 
was soon introduced to Sir William. Why, 
what a charming person ! Really his manner^ 
were very elegant ! How excessively polite I 
And what beautiful eyes ! Then his figure ! 
It was not perhaps quite so symmetrical as that 
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of her Stanley ; but then it was an altogether 
different style of figure. And then his voice ! 
It was a fine^ manly, musical voice, and he 
spoke so firmly, and with so much confidence, 
—and yet not unpleasantly so ! — ^by no means ! 
On the contrary, it was precisely as a man 
ought to speak. She never could admire 
moustaches before ! — oh ! she could not endure 
even the sight of them ; but then the mou- 
staches of Sir William were such an improve- 
ment, that she marvelled they were not more 
generally worn. His conversation, too, was' 
very entertaining; while his style was ex- 
tremely interesting and eloquent. In a word, 
her deUght was unqualified until dinner was 
annoimced, when she could not resist slightly 
envying Amelia, he led her into the dining- 
room with such surpassing grace. And yet 
this was not as if it had been a matter of 
choice ! Had it been so, why, the case being 
different, might have engendered very different 
feelings. Nor was it as a matter of preference 
that he sat where he did. She, singularly 
enough, thought of this tranquillising circum- 
stance, and the thought had a very good 
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effect; for^ after all^ of what real importance 
was it ? He sat immediately opposite^ — their 
eyes could, and did, meet constantly; and 
although, in taking wine with Amelia, he 
looked at her probably a little too long, when 
he took wine with her his look was far more 
expressive — ^indeed, so much so, that she felt 
in some slight degree embarrassed at the mo- 
ment, which Sir William perceived, and hence 
addressed his conversation during dinner, not 
exclusively, it is true, but chiefly to her! 
There was then, of course, not the smallest 
doubt about the matter in her mind, nor was 
there the smallest doubt about the matter in 
the mind of Sir William, who continued to 
be as fascinating as possible until the ladies 
retired. 

And then, with what rapture did she ap* 
plaud his companionable quaUties ! He had 
made a very favourable impression upon Ame- 
lia, she regarded him as an exceedingly gentle- 
manlike person ; but the widow was in ecstasies ; 
and, while he and Stanley were over their 
wine, she thought every minute an hour at 
least. 
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At length the reunion took place; and 
Stanley in due time proposed a quiet rubber, 
which seemed to impart pleasure to all ; and, 
as the widow very pointedly intimated that 
she should like to have the self-same party 
at her own house on an early day, the day 
was fixed, and they passed the remainder of 
the evening, delighted alike with each other 
and themselves. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

TREATS OF THB VJlRK, AND OF STANLEY'S MYSTS- 
HIOUS INTERVIEW WITH MADAME POUPETIElt^ 

But one thing was now required to render 
the happiness of Amelia complete^ and that 
was the formal forgiveness of her father. Poor 
Mrs. Joliffe laboured hard to effect this ; but 
the Captain was not to be moved. He was 
sorry for Amelia; he was not — ^he could not 
be— pangry with her: his anger was directed 
against Stanley alone; for^ as far as her 
prospects of happiness were concerned, he 
would have been more content had she married 
a tradesman. He looked upon Stanley as a 
youth without any fixed principles, — one who 
had been thrown upon the world without 
any sufficient check upon his passions, but 
with the means at his command of giving 
perfectly full swing to them all; who had 
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to form casual friendships^ which are at all 
times most dangerous; who had nothing on 
earth to seek but pleasure; and who^ while 
&scinated by every novelty, had the power 
to indulge in every vice. He therefore felt 
that domestic happiness would be entirely 
out of the question ; that, as love cannot live 
upon itself alone long, new scenes and tempta- 
tions would wean him from home, if even they 
fidled to drag him into the gulf of dishonour. 
The only thought which in the slightest degree 
shook his resolution to avoid a formal recon- 
ciliation was this, that he might, perhaps^ 
be able to guide Stanley ; to advise him what 
to embrace, and what to shun. But, when 
he reflected upon Stanley's headstrong dispo- 
sition ; when he considered that any opposition 
on his part might have the effect of stimulat- 
ing, rather than that of checking him, he soon 
became convinced that the only wise course 
he could pursue was that of holding out until 
the time of danger had passed, conceiving 
that the additional claim which Amelia — in 
consequence of having sacrificed all else for 
him — then had upon his tenderness, would, 
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in the event of a reconciliation, no longer 
exist, while the vanity of Stanley might 
prompt him to act so as to enable him anon 
to esclaim with exultation, " Now what have 
you to say agMnst me or my conduct? What 
becomes now of your baseless fears, your un- 
worthy suspicions and guesses }" This con- 
sideration had great weight with the Captain ; 
and, as nothing arose to outweigh it, he 
adhered to his resolution firmly, notwithstand- 
ing the pathetic appeals of Mrs. Joliffe, who 
advanced with great point that what was done 
could not be undone, with a variety of other 
arguments equally novel and strong. 

Amelia, of course, had no knowledge of the 
Captain's real motive. She attributed the fact 
of his continuing to withhold the expression 
of his forgiveness to anger alone, yet hoped 
that reflection would cause him to relent. 
She would have gone at once, and thrown 
herself imploringly at his feet : but she could 
not without having Stanley's consent, which 
she perfectly well knew she could never obtain. 
This necessarily made her feel sad; and, as 
she appeared to be unusually depressed the 
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day after that on which Sir William dined 
with them^ seeing that the few pleasant hours 
they had passed recalled to her recollection 
the very many happy evenings that were 
associated with the home of her childhood, 
Stanley felt pleased when the widow, who 
was in the highest possible spirits, called, 
according to promise, to take Amelia for a 
drive. 

As soon as they had departed he ordered his 
horse, and proceeded at once to the Park. It 
was Sunday ; and being, moreover, an exces- 
sively hot day, the appearance of the Ring was 
most animated and imposing. 

Perhaps there is no scene in Europe that 
can be held to be comparable with that which 
the Ring in the Park presents on a fine sultry 
Sunday. In the Drive there are vehicles of 
every description, from the aristocratic cur- 
ricle to the '^ vun oss shay.'^ The countess, 
luxuriantly lounging in an almost horizontal 
position in her britska, is followed by the 
butcher in his ^' ginteel drag^' who (while *^ his 
missus, the vife oflp his buzzum," is injuring 
her spine by leaning over the back of the buggy. 
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with the laudable view of doing the thing with 
all the luxuriant grace of the countess^) is con- 
stantly looking with an expression of agony at 
the unexampled tightness of the bellyband, 
and continually making ^^ a hobserwation^^ to 
the effect that ^^ she mil set a leettle matter 
forrard, if she doesn't petickler vont to be spilt/' 
Then comes the rouged rouS, with the rein 
hooked elegantly upon his jewelled finger^ and 
with an eye-glass stuck with surpassing dex- 
terity between his finely pencilled brow and 
his blooming cheek-bone^ staring on the one 
hand into every carriage^ and smiling at every 
miUiner that passes on the other with a kind of 
fascination which he conceives to be irresistible. 
The dowager follows, with her three devoted 
daughters, whom she has put up at auction to 
be sold to the highest bidder, and who are en- 
gaged, as a mere matter of duty, in making 
eyes of the most provoking caste at those 
gudgeons whom their ma is most anxious for 
them to hook. Then comes an acknowledged 
leader of ton. Every eye is upon him. What- 
ever he may wear of an extraordinary charac- 
ter, whether of shape, mi^e, or colour, is held 
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to be the mode, which is a source of hebdo- 
madal mortification, inasmuch as when his as- 
piring civic imitators fancy that they have 
matched him to a hair, they find on the follow- 
ing Sunday that he is dressed in a style most 
astonishingly different. After him comes an old- 
fashioned phaeton, drawn by an old-fashioned 
horse, driven by an old-fashioned gentleman^ 
with an old-fashioned lady behind him, guarded 
by an old-fashioned groom. The lady and 
gentleman when abroad never speak to each 
other by any chance. Neither has to commu- 
nicate anything of which the other knows no- 
thing : they know each other's sentiments so 
well that they are mutually impressed with the 
conviction that they need not trouble them- 
selves to explain them. For a period of fifty 
years, probably, they have been man and wife, 
and their feelings, their prejudices, their hearts 
so mingle, that the death of one — come when 
it may, will be death to the other. Then fol- 
lows the invalid, taking the air in a chariot, 
with all the windows up; thus inhaling the 
fetid atmosphere he has a thousand times ex- 
haled, with a view to the expansion and more 
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healthy action of his tubercled lungs. A bar- 
rister follows, riding in state to extend his 
practice, and calculating — with correctness too, 
seeing that he must be an extremely eminent 
person to be enabled to live in such style, — 
upon his airings not only keeping his carriage, 
but putting into his pocket an additional thou- 
sand a year. And thus they go round and 
round, to see, and to be seen ; flanked by eques- 
trians from the duke to the draper, while the 
promenade is thronged with pedestrians of 
every grade ; of whom the majority, however, 
are miUiners and tailors, raising dense clouds of 
dust behind a row of individuals at the rails, 
who are engaged in usurping the functions of 
the Crown by conferring high honours upon 
persons unknown, and pitchforking people up 
to the peerage by wholesale. The heart of him 
who thus establishes himself as a fountain of 
honour must teem with a peculiar sort of secret 
satisfaction. It is highly irrational to suppose 
that, were it not so, he would take so deep an 
interest in the thing; for he is never by any 
phance at a loss for a tide. A black-whiskered 
bootmaker appears : of course he is an illus- 
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trious duke. His Grace is followed by a bag- 
man : he is some celebrated marquis. A black- 
leg, who, in his early youth practised as a pick- 
pocket, follows him : he is some distinguished 
baronet, whose family originally came over with 
William the Norman in the reign of Queen 
Anne, when Richard the Third started over the 
Alps after Julius Ceesar. And this is pleasing 
to all concerned : it pleases him who imparts 
the information as well as him who receives it, 
while it meets the views of those upon whom 
the titles are conferred, and whose aim is to be 
taken for persons of distinction. 

Stanley had not been long in the Park when 
he met the identical pony-phaeton, which he 
had noticed so much the day before. The 
same ladies were in it, and the same lightning 
glances were exchanged. What could they 
mean? They might be friends of the lady 
whom he had rescued ! and yet, had they not 
glanced thus pointedly at him before that event 
took place ? They met again and again ; but, 
at length, having made a sign to Bob, they gave 
him a card to deliver to his master, and drove 
at once out of the Park. 
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Bob rode forward ; but as Stanley was then 
at the door of his mother's carriage, and con- 
tinued to ride by the side of it until they 
reached home, he very prudently deferred the 
delivery of the card until then, when he ex- 
plained, of course, how, and from whom he 
had received it. 

^^ Madame Poupetier !" said Stanley, as he 
looked at this card, — *^ Madame Poupetier !^ 
It was a name of which he had never before 
heard. What could be the meaning of it? 
What could be the object of Madame Poupe- 
tier ? He was engaged in conjecturing during 
the remainder of the day, and conceived ten 
thousand ideas on the subject. The thing was 
so unusual, — so mysteriou;s ! As a matter of 
courtesy, he must call upon Madame Poupetier; 
and as a matter of courtesy, well seasoned 
with curiosity, he did call the following morn- 
ing. 

Madame Poupetier was at home ; and, from 
the manner of the servant it was clear that she 
expected him, for he was shown at once into a 
room which was ornamented with singular ele- 
gance and taste, and which he could not help 
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admiring while the servant went up with his 
card. 

In due time the lady appeared ; and^ having 
taken Stanley by the hand, she gave him at 
once a most fascinating smile, and they sat on 
the sofa together. It was plain that she had 
been a most splendid woman ; for, although 
she was at that period passSe, traces of beauty 
still remained of a character unusuaUy striking. 

*^ I feel honoured by this visit/* she observ- 
ed, with a slight foreign accent, ^^ but indeed 
you must forgive me for having had recourse 
to the means by which it was procured.*' 

Stanley bowed, without replying; for the 
fact is, he did not exactly imderstand it even 
then ; besides he felt at the time in some slight 
degree confused, which Madame Poupetier in 
an instant perceived, and therefore drew some- 
what nearer, and took his hand again, and hav- 
ing pressed it, continued to hold it in hers. 

" This is rather warm !** thought Stanley, as 
she looked into his eyes as if she then felt quite 
happy. ^^ I suppose that I shall presently 
know what it means.** 

Madame Poupetier at this moment of iur 
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terest drew nearer still, and then resumed, 
'^ The fact of my having sent my card to a 
gentleman to whom I never had the pleasure 
of being introduced, must^ I am aware, appear 
strange ; but when I explain that I was im« 
pelled to that course by a lady who is dying to 
impart to you something of importance, I feel 
sure that you will pardon me." 

** I beg,** said Stanley, ** that you will not 
name it. I am happy, without reference to the 
means, in having become acquainted with Ma- 
dame Poupetier." 

Madame bowed and smiled, and pressed his 
hand again, and drew so closely to him then, 
that she absolutely fixed him in a comer. 

** Have I the pleasure to know the lady of 
whom you speak ?" inquired Stanley. 

*' I believe not,** said Madame Poupetier. 

** Have I never seen her ?" 

*^ It is the lady who was with me in my 
phaeton yesterday.** 

" Oh, indeed ! and the day before ?** 

^' Yes : she is a dear, good, affectionate girl ; 
and I love her so much, that I consented to 
resort to the only means available of letting 
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you know that she had something to commu- 
nicate." 

*^ Indeed you are very polite. I shall be 
happy to receive any communication from that 
lady. But — pardon my curiosity— do you know 
at all the nature of that communication ?'^ 

^^ Why/' said Madame Poupetier, who 
smiled, and shook her head playfully, ^^ I do 
know ; but Isabelle would scold me if I were 
to explain." 

" Then I will not by any means urge you. 
When shall I have the pleasure. of being intro- 
duced ?" 

*^ Isabelle is very anxious for it to be as soon 
as possible ; but matters of this description are 
managed with more pleasure to both parties 
without the formality of a set conversation. I 
have therefore undertaken to solicit the favour 
of your company to-morrow evening, when, as 
I am going to have a little party, all can be ex- 
plained without any reserve. Will you do me 
the favour to join us V' 

*^ With pleasure," replied Stanley. 

" There's a good creature. Poor little Isa- 
belle ! — she will be so happy ! You will not be 
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late ? Say ten o'clock — do not be later than 
ten/' 

" I will not/' replied Stanley, who rose to 
take leave. 

^^ Then you forgive me ?" said Madame Pou- 
petier, as she smiled and rang the bell. ^^ You 
are sure, quite sure that you forgive me ?'* 

" I am delighted/' returned Stanley, " as 
well with this introduction to Madame Pou- 
petier, as with her polite invitation.'' 

" It will be a sort of fancy dress party," she 
observed ; ^^ but you need not come in any 
fancy costume. If, however, you wish to ap- 
pear like the rest, I have one with which I am 
sure you will be pleased, although I think you 
cannot possibly assume a more attractive cha- 
racter than your own.'* 

^ Stanley appreciated this flattering observa- 
tion, and having acknowledged the receipt of 
the compliment inclosed, he gracefully took 
leave of Madame Poupetier, stepped into his 
cab, and drove off. 

It was perhaps but natural that he should 
have deemed all this strange. The interview, 
instead of satisfying his curiosity, had had the 
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effect of exciting it still more. What could be 
the nature of this important communication ? 
What could it mean ? Surely no lady had be- 
come desperately enamoured of him ? It was 
very mysterious ! The warm manner of Ma- 
dame Poupetier^ her mode of pressing his hand^ 
and sticking so closely to him on the sofa^ with 
other httle familiarities, with which he coidd 
not feel displeased^ he attributed to the fact of 
her being a French woman, in whom they were 
imderstood to be common civiUties. This he 
could — or, at all events, fancied he could — ^well 
understand, but nothing more ; all the rest viras 
a mystery, which had still to be solved. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

EXPLAINS THB CHARACTERISTICS OF A PECULIAR 
FANCY DRESS BALL, AT WHICH STANLEY RE- 
CEIVES A HIGHLY INTERESTING COMMUNICATION. 

At the appointed hour the fallowing even- 
ing, Stanley— having explained to Amelia 
that, as he was going to sup with a few friends, 
he should not perhaps return quite so early as 
usual — ^repaired to the residence of Madame 
Poupetier, who received him with characteristic 
grace, and expressed herself highly delighted. 

" Mademoiselle Mignon,'* said Madame Pou- 
petier, after the first cordial greeting, ^^has not 
yet arrived ; but I expect her every instant. 
You cannot conceive how enraptured she was 
when I told her that you would be here.'^ 

Stanley now, of course, perceived that Ma- 
demoiselle Mignon was the little Isabelle, and 
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having observed that he should be equally de- 
lighted to see her, he was sent with an attend- 
ant to put on the dress she had prepared, and 
was then led by Madame Poupetier into a bril- 
liantly illuminated ball room, in which there 
were from thirty to forty persons assembled, of 
whom the majority were females, dressed in 
various styles, with so much elegance and 
taste, that each style appeared to be absolutely 
the most attractive. He had never before seen 
so much beauty. It appeared to be impossible 
for the passion of envy to be excited there; 
for idthough some were habited as nuns, some 
as sylphs, and some as peasants, while others 
were in Persian, Greek, and Turkish costumes, 
they vied with each other in personal charms 
so successfully, that it would have been indeed 
extremely difficult to point out the loveliest in 
the room. 

As Stanley entered, eight very young and 
graceful creatures, who appeared to have been 
under the tuition of some accomplished maitre 
de ballet f were engaged in a picturesque dance, 
of which several gaily-attired elderly gentlemen 
appeared to be lost in admiration. At the 
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upper end of the room a quadrille band was 
stationed, and by the side of the temporary 
orchestra a group of old ladies, with remark* 
ably round, red, anti-aristocratical faces, stood 
discussing with surpassing volubility divers 
matters, in which they seemed to take the 
deepest possible interest. But for this parti- 
cular group, which was not fairy-like in the 
slightest degree, the whole scene would have 
appeared to be one of enchantment. This re- 
duced it at once in Stanley^s view to reality ; 
and, as an elegant brunette at the moment took 
his arm pro tern, he began to notice the chief 
characteristics of the scene, a variety of which 
struck him as being most strange; but that 
which he held to be more extraordinary than 
all was the dearth, nay the almost total absence 
of young men. The ladies danced with each 
other, promenaded with each other, and chatted 
with each other exclusively, which Stanley 
conceived to be not quite correct ; although it 
might have been reasonably inferred, from 
their vivacity, that nothing was really wanted 
to render their happiness complete. 

He had scarcely, however, brought his mind 
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to bear upon the cause of this smgular circum- 
stance^ when Madame Poupetier re-entered the 
room with an exceedingly delicate beautiful 
blonde, whom she introduced to Stanley as plain 
Isabelle. He had never before beheld a 
creature so fair. Her skin was as clear and 
fine as that of an infant, rendering more 
sparMing her brilliant blue eyes, which^ not* 
withstanding the whiteness of her lashes and 
brows, were peculiarly expressive; while her 
^axen hair, soft and fine as silk, hung in ring- 
lets upon a bosom comparable only to animated 
wax. 

There could be now no longer any doubt 
which was the loveliest girl in the room ; for, 
although she was dressed in the most simple 
style, she, at least in Stanley's view, eclipsed 
them all; while — on recovering her self-pos- 
session, for she appeared somewhat tremulous 
when Stanley took her hand — she spoke in 
tones of surpassing sweetness. 

There is probably nothing more really en- 
gaging than the simple conversation of one who 
has acquired a sufficient knowledge o|^ our 
language to make herself just understood. 
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Like the innocent prattle o'f an infant, it fixes 
our attention, while we are interested and 
amused, and almost imperceptibly inspires us 
with feelings which are nearly allied to those of 
love. 

Isabelle wad bom and educated in France. 
She had been at the period of her introduction 
to Stanley but twelve months in England, and 
knew just enough of the English language to 
make those with whom she conversed compre- 
hend what she meant. Stanley was therefore 
charmed with her conversation and gazed upon 
her as she spoke as he would have gazed upon a 
child. Indeed he regarded her but as a child, 
assumed a patronising tone, smiled at every- 
thing she said, however seriously intended, and 
kept her hand playfully in his. 

" You will dance with me, Isabelle ?" said 
he. 

" Oh ! I vill be mos delight ?' 

*^ You are extremely fond of dancing, I pre- 
sume V* 

" Oh, yes ! I vos lof it indeed veery great.^' 

^^ Well, then, we'll dance the next set.^* 

And they did so ; and nothing could surpass 
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the elegant ease of Tsabelle^ who glided through 
the figures like a fairy. Stanley now became 
more delighted with her than ever, and went 
through the following set, and then joined in a 
waltz, which he kept up with spirit, until his 
knees began to tremble, and he had lost the 
point of sight, when with great consideration 
he drew her arm in his, and inquired if she did 
not begin to feel fatigued. 

*' Fatigue !" she exclaimed, with surprise. 
^^ Oh non : I vill not feel fatigue till the day 
beefore to-morrow.'* 

Stanley believed what she meant to convey ; 
but as he felt fatigued himself, he confessed it, 
and led her to a seat, when she gaily explained 
to him that she had on one occasion danced 
** tree days eflfieery day, vid no daylight, no fa- 
tigue, no sleep,*' and he warmly applauded her 
spirit. 

^^ And now, Isabelle," said he, taking advan- 
tage of a pause, "what is this highly important 
secret you are so anxious to communicate ?" 

"Oh,'' said Isabelle, blushing deeply, and 
pretending to adjust Stanley's dress, " I cannot 
possible tell to you now ; I am beesy." 
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^^ But, my dear girl, you may as well tell me 
at once.^^ 

^^ My dear girl !'' echoed Isabelle, with an 
expression of pleasure. 

" Upon my word I beg pardon/* said Stan- 
ley; "but really I am so accustomed — ^' 

" Accustom P' interrupted Isabelle, as she 
turned her blue eyes full upon him — ^^ Accus- 
tom ! — Oh, yes !" she continued, as her features 
relaxed, " you have leetle sistare — dear girl — I 
comprehend." 

^* Well, then,^' said Stanley, " now, keep me 
no longer in suspense. What is it ?^' 

" Noting a tall becfore souper ! Indeed it 
vos not quite possible to tell to you beefore.^' 

Madame Poupetier now approached, and, 
after making a variety of observations touching 
matters in general, but more particularly with 
reference to the perfect understanding which 
appeared to exist between Stanley and Isabelle, 
she expressed a highly laudable hope that they 
were happy, and left them again to them- 
selves. 

" Have you known Madame Poupetier long ?*' 
inquired Stanley. 
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No ; not long. I vos not been in Sngeland 
long.*' 

"Your friends knew her, probably, before 
you arrived?'* 

" Oh no/' said Isabelle, with an aspect of 
sadness. " My friends nevare vos know Ma- 
dame Poupetier.'' And as she spoke the tears 
sprang into her eyes, which she tried, but in 
vain to conceal. 

Stanley changed the subject in a moment ; 
but before Isabelle could reassume her wonted 
gaiety, supper was announced, to the entire 
satisfaction not only of the elderly gentlemen, 
but of the red-faced ladies, who hailed the an- 
nouncement with manifest delight. They 
therefore at once slipped away, taking with 
them all who were not then engaged in the dance, 
save Stanley and Isabelle,who found pleasure 
in lingering until the conclusion of the quadrille, 
when they follo\^ed of course with the rest. 

On entering the supper-room, Stanley found 
everything arranged in the most recherche 
style, and for the first time perceived that, 
while engaged with Isabelle, the number of 
gentlemen had greatly increased. 



STANLEY THOR 



281 



" Is that Monsieur Poupetier ?" he inquired, 
alluding to a fine portly person who sat at the 
top of one of the tables. 

Isabelle looked and smiled, and then replied, 
" Non. Dere nevare vos be Monsieur Pou- 
petier. Madame Poupetier vos nevare be 

*' Indeed !'' said Stanley; " I was not aware 
of that," 

Isabelle looked and smiled again. 

The champagne soon began to go round very 
briskly, and the guests felt, in consequence, 
much less restrained. They conversed with 
more spirit, and laughed with more freedom, 
and, indeed, there were several present who 
displayed no inconsiderable share of true wit. 
These, however, did not create the most laugh- 
ter. The greatest amount of merriment was 
produced by two aged individuals, who had not 
a tooth between them, but who, nevertheless, 
exhibited the chief characteristics of buffoons 
to such perfection that Mirth burst the barrier 
of Pity to roar. Not, however, content with 
this pleasing result of the spirited display of 
his genius, one of them actually kissed two 
nuns who sat beside him ; and Stanley con- 
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ceived; as they offered no resistance, but^ oi 

the contrary, felt^rather flattered than not, tha 

he was the father of those nuns, or their uncle 

» or their guardian at least, imtil Madame Poupe 

: r tier, who saw the outrage committed, exclaimed 

with appropriate solemnity, *^ My Lord !" 

The expression of the noble individuates quae: 

I countenance on being thus solemnly called tc 

' order, became so excessively droll that it in 

' duced a simultaneous burst of laughter, which 

being both loud and long-continued, threw hi 
j;[ lordship into a state of perfect rapture, th< 

powerful development of which he manage< 
by rolling remarkably in their sockets his tw< 
odd eyes, with which, in point of legitimate 
obliquity, nothing at all comparable in th( 
annals of eyes either ancient or modem exists 
upon record. The only person who did noi 
laugh at this highly-interesting exhibition wa! 
the noble lord's rival. To him the effect was 
wormwood. He bdcame extremely jealous 
He held it to be k monstrous monopoly, anc 
tried to break it down ; but, although he la 
boured hard to eclipse the noble lord, he even- 
I tually felt himself utterly extinguished. 

It may here be remarked that champagne is 
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a wine of which ladies in general are fond : it 
were useless, perhaps, to dive to any depth into 
the cause ; but that they do love it dearly is a 
fact which experience has placed beyond the 
pale of dispute. Such being the case, then, it 
may, without any impropriety, be mentioned, 
that at this particular period of the evening that 
light and lively wine began to work its legiti- 
mate effects upon the elderly round-faced ladies 
by whom the festive board was adorned, and 
who entered at large into the general economy 
of the estabUshments over which they had 
respectively the honour to preside. This ap- 
peared to be deeply interesting to them, but 
not to Stanley : still his eyes might even then 
have been opened, had not Madame Poupetier 
with great adroitness suggested that the young 
ladies present were then at liberty to return to 
the ball-room, when, as this correct suggestion 
was acted upon generally, Stanley and Isabelle 
joined them at once. 

" Now, Isabelle,'' said Stanley, having led 
her to a seat, " what is this grand secret ?'' 

Isabelle gazed at him intently for a moment, 
and then said, " Esl-ce encore un secret P*' 
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'i ** Oui vraiment/' replied Stanley ; '* mai 

parlez Anglais. II m'est difficile — ^il m'est dif 
ficile— de vous faire comprendre en Fran9ais 
en mSme temps j^admire beaucoup plus— beau 
coup plus — j'admire beaucoup plus votre An 
glais que yotre Fran9ais/' 

^* Vich vos be de same to me myself, bu 
different. Still I sail try to pleasure you.'^ 

« WeU, then/^ said Stanley. « Now wha 
is it?" 

t€ Yy^*' g^jj Isabelle, as she played witl 

Stanley's chain, and arranged it in various de 

lj • vices upon his vest, "it is — I-^it is veer 

terrible to me to tell to you. I cannot pos 
sible." 

" Why, you silly girl ?'' 

" Veil, you sail — you sail deviner — ^vot yo 
call ? — ^guess — ^yes, yes, you sail guess.'' 

" Impossible! I cannot." 
; *^ Cannot guess ? Vot vill I do ? You vi 

not be angry ? Please do not be angry ?" 
f ** Angry, my dear girl ! Why should I h 

angry ? I cannot be angry with you !" 

Isabelle raised her eyes, which then sparkle 
with pleasure ; but dropped them again as sh 
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$aid, ^* Oh, it is veery shocking for me ! but it 
yill as veil bee done at last as at fost V^ when 
taking a deep inspiration, she added, ^^ I lof 
you !'^ and buried her face in his bosom. 

*^ And this is the secret/^ thought Stanley, 
" Well ! I suspected as much. Now how am 
I to act ? I must not be serious with this poor 
girl. I must pass it off with levity, — treat it 
as a jest. Isabelle,^^ said he playfully, ^^ let me 
9ee your eyes.^' 

Conceiving that his object was to test her 
sincerity, she looked at bim firmly in an in- 
stant. 

^^ And so you really love me ?^' 

" Oh, yes, indeed ! I have veery dear great 
lof for you in my heart.^' 

" Upon my honour I feel highly flattered.^* 

*^ Oh, no ; tere is no flatterie in verite. In- 
deed I vos not a tall flatter.*' 

" And, pray how long have I had the honour 
of your love ?" 

" Evare, from ven I deed know you to see.** 

^* Indeed ! Well, that is strange. But Isa- 
belle, what is the character of your love ?*' 

" Te character? I cannot tell. I nevare 
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deed lof like tis lof beefore. Oh ! it is happi* 
ness — yet it is not : it gives to me pleasure, 
and yet it does not : it is te supreme — it is— - 
ohl— it is lof r 

^' Now, suppose, Isabelle^ that I were 
married/' 

" Marry ! oh, no, no, no ! you are not 
marry/' 

'' But, if I were ?" 

" Vy, if you vere marry, it vill be veery ter- 
rible to me/' 

" Of course in such a case you would love 
me no more ?" 

" No more ! Till evare and evare ! I vill 
not help it. But, no, no, you are not marry a 
tall. I perceive by you smile you are not, vich 
is veery great felicity to me." 

" Well, come," said Stanley, attempting to 
rise, " shall we dance the next set ?" 

" Yes — yes," said Isabelle ; " but — you have 
quite forget to tell to me someting." 

" Indeed ! What have I forgotten ?" 

'^ You have quite entirely forget to say you 
lof me." 

" Well, that is indeed very wrong, is it not ? 
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'^ But/* said Isabelle after a pause, " you 
have nevare tell to me still !— You do not lof 
me." 

*^ Love you ? How can I resist ? I can^t 
but love so sweet a girl,^' 

** But, do you lof me vid de veritable lof 
vich is lof — vich is true ? Ah ! vy you hesitate? 
vy you not answer to me ? You are — marry / 
Oh, tell to me if it is so ! but do not — oh, do 
not be cruel to say it is if it is not. Are you 
marry ?'* 

" I will not deceive you,*' said Stanley : " I 



am.'* 



Isabelle dropped her head, and was silent. 
The tears flowed fast though unheeded by her, 
and she looked as if the answer of Stanley had 
been death to every hope she had cherished. 

" Come, come,** said he, " why are you so 
sad ? Because I happen to be married ? Why, 
1 hop6 to see you married soon.'* 

^* Oh, nevare ! You vill nevare see Isabelle 
marry : you vill nevare see Isabelle more !*' 

" Hark ! what is that ?'* exclaimed Stanley, 
as at the moment he heard a loud scream, fol- 
lowed by cries which had a thrilling effect. 
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" Remain here, my girL Do not be alarme 

. i I will return to you immediately/' 

1' ' 

Isabelle pressed his hand, and he dartc 

from the room. 

Following the sound of the voices, whic 
now became more and more loud, he soo 
entered the room in which supper had bee 
laid, and which at that time presented a seer 
of a character the most lively and imposini 
The tables were turned upside down ; the chaii 
were broken'; the pier-glass was starred ; an 
the carpet was strewn with the fragments ( 
bottles, and saturated with wine; and whil 
those of the guests by whom the sport wa 
enjoyed were pulling others back, and shoutin 
"Let them alone!" the noble individual wh 
had produced so much mirth, and his riva 
whom at supper he had totally eclipsed, wer 
mounted upon a sideboard, engaged among th 
' glasses in the performance of a musical ptzs a 

deux. 
1 Stanley at first could not get even a glanc 

. j at the principal characters engaged in th 

scene ; but having, by dint of great perseve 

! I ranee, broken through a kind of ring, he pei 
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ceived two of the red-£Eiced ladies devoting all 
their physical energies^ with the view of get- 
ting as much satisfaction out of each other as 
possible^ to the manifest delight of (hose by 
whom they were respectively backed. One of 
these ladies struck out like a man quite straight 
from the shoulder and fairly ; but the other^ 
though incomparably less scientific^ did with 
her talons the greatest amount of execution. 
They were both in a state in which ladies 
ought never to wish to be, whether they do or 
do not love their lords; and being so, the 
highest object of each was to damage - the 
countenance of the other as much as she com- 
fortably could* 

^^ Pray — ^pray, put an end to it, — pray ?' ex- 
claimed Madame Poupetier, with an expression 
of agony. " Oh, the reputation of my house ! 
T— the reputation of my house !" 

Stanley, on being thus appealed to, at once 
interfered, but in vain. 

" 1^11 teach her to run down my girls !*' 
shrieked the more scientific of the two, who at 
the moment aimed a left-handed blow at her 
opponent, whose cap, though adortted with 

VOL. I. o 
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pinks^ lilies, and roses, and long ears of corn, 
was so firightened that it flew off her head. 
*' I'll show her the difference ! I keep them 
like ladie3, and thaf s more than some people 
do," and she aimed another blow, which had so 
powerful an effect upon the face of her oppo- 
nent, that that lady considered it expedient to 
close; when, apparently with malice afore- 
thought, she plucked off in an instant her more 
scientific antagonist's coiffure, consisting not 
only of a violet velvet turban, with three birds 
of paradise stuck up in front, but of an elegant 
richly-curled, highly-wrought peruke ! Oh ! to 
the delicate and strictly-private feelings of that 
lady this was terrible indeed, — and it may not 
be altogether incorrect to mention, that with 
her white bald head, and her round red face, 
thus completely unadorned, she did not look 
so comfortable quite as she did before. Still, 
although she felt it deeply, while the other 
shrieked with laudable exultation, she flew at 
her boldly again, and caught hold oi'her hair, 
expecting evidently a similar result, which 
would have made her comparatively happy- 
but, albeit she tugged and tugged with becom- 
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ing perseverance, she found it so excessively 
natural that she really begaii to deem herself 
conquered, inasmuch as she felt that she could 
• not inflict upon the feelings of her opponent 
so deep a wound as that which her opponent 
had inflicted upon hers : so natural a fact is it 
that, while she cared but little about an expo- 
sure of her moral deformities, over which she 
had control, she could not bear the exposure of 
those physical defects, over which she had no 
control whatever ; and hence, notwithstanding 
the enthusiastic promptings of her satellites,^ 
who really gave her every encouragement to 
^' go in and win," she snatched from the groimd 
her degraded coiffure, and rushed from the 
room, amid loud roars of laughter. 

Stanley now began to feel convinced that 
some of the persons there assembled were not 
of the most respectable caste ; but, without at 
all dwelling upon the importance which ought 
to have been attached to this conviction, he 
returned to the ball-room, with the view of 
rejoining Isabelle. He reached the couch on 
which he had left her : she had vanished. He 
inquired of those around : they knew nothing 
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of her departure. He requested the servants 
to search the house^ and they did search ; they 
searched every room : she was not to be found. 
He remembered the last words she had uttered^ 
and became apprehensive of her having madly 
rushed to self-destruction. He wished that he 
had not been so candid^ yet felt that he could 
not be blamed. He inquired of Madame Pou- 
petier; he inquired of all whom he met; he 
could not obtain the slightest information. He 
felt that during the disgraceful confusion -she 
must have escaped unperceived, and, being 
firmly convinced that she was lost, he changed 
his dress, and left the house, with her last 
words ringing in his ears, " You will never see 
Isabelle married : you will never see Isabelle 
more !'^ 
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CHAPTER XV. 

BTANLBY DRBAMS OF ZSABELLE, WITH WHOSE 
NAME AMELIA THEREBY BECOMES ACaUAINTED 

Stanley had no sooner left the house than 
it struck him that he was bound by every 
charitable feeling to proceed without delay to 
the residence of Isabelle. And yet, where did 
she reside? How could he ascertain? He 
might perhaps from Madame Poupetier; but 
how extremely incorrect it would appear if he 
appUed to her then. And if even he did ap- 
ply, and the application were successful, he 
could not, with any appearance of propriety, 
call at that hour upon Isabelle ; and if he did 
call, and found that she had reached home in 
safety, he of course would be unable to see her 
to dissuade her from any desperate act she 
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might contemplate. And if again he found 
ihat she had not returned^ what could he do 
then ? Puzzled by the various promptings of 
prudence on the one hand^ and inclination on 
the other, he walked to and fro in a state of 
irresolution, until a cab drew towards him, 
when he entered it mechanically, and at once 
proceeded home. 

Amelia, who would never retire until he re- 
turned, had for hours been waiting most 
anxiously for him. She had been in tears. 
She had endeavoured to believe that it was 
wrong to be sad, and that her grief had its 
origin in selfishness ; still she could not help 
grieving; the tears would continue to flow. 
The very moment, however, he returned she 
hastened to remove everything indicative of 
sadness, and looked cheerful and happy^ and 
smiled with her wonted sweetness. Nor was 
this hypocrisy. If even it had been, it might 
perhaps be held to have been venial; but it 
was not. She did feel happy on his return ; 
her smile of gladness was sincere ; and when 
she flew at once to meet and to embrace him, 
she but obeyed the impulse of her heart. 
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^^ Have you passed a pleasant evening, my 
love V^ she inquired. 

^Yes — ^yes/* replied Stanley; "very plea- 
sant — considering that my Amelia was not with 
me:' 

" You wish me to believe that you do not 
flatter ?'^ said Amelia, with a playful expression. 
^^ Well, well, I do believe it. Oh yes ; if I did 
not, I should doubt your sincerity. But why 
are you not cheerful ? I am with you now !" 

" I only feel fatigued,^' replied Stanley, pass- 
ing his hand languidly over his eyes. 

'* You must be, I am sure. You shall have 
some refreshment, and then for a long sweet 
sleep.*^ 

Stanley looked at Amelia, and drew a com- 
parison between her appearance and that of 
Isabelle, of which the result was unhappily in 
favour of the latter. Isabelle was more strik- 
ingly beautiful than Amelia. It would indeed 
have been impossible for her to have been more 
gentle, more elegant, or more amiable; but her 
features were more regular, she possessed more 
beauty, which has in all cases an undue in- 
fluence when the comparison is merely super- 
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ficial. This result^ however^ failed to make a 
deep impression then. The endearing fondness 
of Amelia^ which was ever most conspicuous 
when his spirits were most depressed^ caused 
him to feel that he in reality possessed a jewel 
which could not be too highly valued. He 
became therefore speedily reconciled; and, 
after reproaching himself for having entertained 
for an instant a wish that he had not been 
married, he returned those endearments which 
had been lavished upon him by Amelia^ and 
thus rendered her perfectly happy. 

On retiring to rest, the effect of the excite- 
ment of the scene he had just quitted was that 
of inducing immediate sleep ; but the circum- 
stances connected with what he considered the 
chief feature of that scene effectually prevented 
his sleep being calm. He was haunted by 
Isabelle. In imagination he saw her before 
him ; now with a phial to her lips, then with 
a dagger at her heart, and anon upon the brink 
of a precipice, from which he tried to snatch 
her in vain. He seemed fixed to the earth 
— he could not stir. He called to her — she 
heeded him not. There she stood, looking 
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more lovely than ever, in a position of imminent 
peril, while he had not the power to move a 
single step with the view of saving her from 
destruction. Again he called : she heard him, 
but shrieked, and disappeared. He felt him- 
self fixed to the earth still; but presently a 
white mist arose from the gulf into which 
she had fallen, and when the wind had dis- 
pelled it, he saw her upon the verge of the 
precipice again. He now experienced the 
same feelings of terror as before, and again 
she dashed off, and again the mist restored 
her ; yet so desperately intent upon destruction 
did she appear, that she dashed off again and 
again, but as often as she did so the mist 
reinstated her almost instantaneously upon 
the brink. She seemed unhurt; but his 
apprehensions for her safety were dreadful, 
and they increased every time she appeared. 
And thus throughout the night was he tor- 
tured, writhing to break his imaginary bonds, 
but finding himself utterly unable to move 
an inch towards her whom he panted to save. 

In the morning, therefore, he did not feel 
greatly refireshed; but he rose at the usual 

a 3r 
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hour, with a vivid recollection of all that he 
had in imagination seen, and reflected upon 
each circumstance as gravely as if the whole 
had in reality occurred. While engaged in 
these reflections, Amelia watched the peculiar 
expression of his countenance closely^ and 
while at breakfast said, in a playftd mannery 

^ Who is Isabelle ?*' 

Stanley started at the question^ and the 
blood rushed to his cheeks as he echoed, 
*^ Isabelle !'* — for he thought it very strange 
that AmeUa should put such a question at 
such a time, and half suspected that some 
kind friend had informed her of certain cir- 
cumstances, of which she might as well have 
been kept in ignorance. *^ Isabelle !'* he re- 
peated. « What Isabelle ?'' 

" Why, the Isabelle !— the Uttle Isabelle !— 
the Isabelle whom you so often addressed in 
your sleep.*' 

" Oh ! I recollect V^ cried Stanley, smiling ; 
for he really felt very much relieved. " Isa- 
belle ! — I remember ! — Of course ! — I suppose 
I must introduce you to litde Isabelle. Oh ! 
she is such a beautiful creature, if the vision 
be faithful.'* 
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** The vision ? But do vou not know 
her?^' 

** Enow her ! Why, she is to be my 
second ! The sweetest little dear you ever 
beheld ! Such eyes ! — such hair ! — such an- 
des ! And yet — ^no — ^her dress was too long ; 
I did not see her ancles ; but I am sure they 
€ure beautifully turned. And then she loves 
me so dearly ! Oh ! I must introduce you to 
my Isabelle V 

This Stanley thought very ingenious. Had 
he pretended not to know her, he conceived 
he might have done it with sufficient gaucherie 
to excite suspidon ; but, by affecting to know 
and to admire her, he imagined that the thing 
would be r^arded as a jest. And he was 
right in his conjecture — as a jest it was re- 
garded ; for the perception of Amelia was so 
acute, that she felt it to be very unlikely he 
would make any such acknowledgment if in 
reality it were so. Whether ladies in general 
are thus deceived, while priding themselves 
upon this peculiar acuteness of perception, is 
a point which has yet to be established; it 
will be suffident here to describe this as being 



300 STANLEY THORX. 

the effect upon the mind of Amelia^ who 
believed that Isabelle was a mere creature 
of the imagination, which was precisely the 
beUef that Stanley wished to inspire. Lest, 
however, any slight feeling of jealousy should 
linger, he would not allow the matter to rest 
even here. He explained to her how ardently 
he loved Isabelle, dwelt upon the beautiful 
softness of her lips, lauded the luxuriance of 
her ringlets, described her figure as being 
sylph-like in the extreme; indeed he depicted 
so lovely a creature, and declared his passioii 
for her in terms so warm, that Amelia at 
length thought it an excellent jest, and the 
subject became one of infinite merriment. 

Breakfast, however, was no sooner at an 
end than Stanley's thoughts assumed a more 
serious character. He knew not how to act, 
Isabelle he believed to be a virtuous good 
girl, and he was therefore most anxious for 
her safety. And yet, ought he to ascertain 
her residence and call upon her? Could he 
as a man, under the circumstances, justify 
the pursuit of such a course ? She loved him 
— of that he felt firmly convinced ; but what 
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object could he hope to attam by calling? 
It might increase, but could not diminish, 
her unhappiness; and what right had he to 
sport with her feelings? He was bound by 
every honourable principle to do nothing cal- 
culated to augment her wretchedness, and the 
probabiUty was that neglect would work a 
cure. 

In this strain he argued with himself for 
some time; and although he felt anxious, 
most anxious, to ascertain if she were safe, he 
eventually made up his mind not to call. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

IK WHICH THB WIDOW's DESIGNS UPON SIR WIL- 
LIAM^ AND SIB William's designs vpok btan* 

LEY> ARE DEVELOPED. 

This being the auspicious day appointed 
for her party, the widow was excessively busy 
all the momiiig; and, as her primary object 
was to astonish Sir William, everything daz- 
zling in her possession was displayed in a 
style the most chaste and superb. She 
scorned, however, to depend upon the display 
of her wealth solely : her faith in the power 
of her personal charms was of an extremely- 
high order; and hence, after having arranged 
the inanimate auxiliaries in the most startling 
manner, and given the most minute and con* 
flicting instructions to the servants, she pro- 
ceeded to embellish those personal charms, 
and perhaps there never was such a job ! 
Everything calculated to add fascination to 
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nature was put in requisition. The taste 
of her maid was in each particular in- 
stance repudiated. In reality the girl had 
no taste^ and such being the afflicting 
state of things, the widow of course had it 
all her own way; and, therefore, when the 
whole scheme had been accomplished, she 
certainly did feel, and that strongly, that if in 
this world any lady ever looked the thing, 
she did ! Characteristically illustrated at each 
grand point, and jewelled after the fashion she 
inost approved, — ^^ Well, really, now," she 
4>bserved, as she accosted herself familiarly, 
'^ what can be said against the appearance 
of Lady Wormwell P' — for, however extraor- 
dinary it may appear that she should thus 
continue to harp upon '^ Lady Wormwell,^ it 
is a fact that she felt that the title became her, 
and that she had been formed to do honour 
to the title. 

It was fortunate, perhaps, that foreseeing 
that she might, on this particular occasion, be 
at her toilet a little longer than usual, she 
began to dress early ; for no sooner had she 
taken the lingering look alluded to than Sir 
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William arrived. It were folly to attempt to 
disguise from the world that she did at this 
moment feel fluttered. It was a moment of 
deep interest^ certainly ; and yet, why should 
she be so tremulous ? Why should her heart 
beat so? Why should she thus catch her 
breath, and turn faint? She sat down to 
answer these questions composedly; but, as 
Sir William^s arrival was now officially an- 
nounced^ she started up, and took a deep 
inspiration. All her courage was required^ and 
she promptly summoned all — directed her car* 
riage to be sent for Stanley and Amelia, which 
she had deferred expressly, in order that she 
and Sir William might have half an hour^s 
sweet conversation alone— took another smiling 
glance at her peculiarly graceful person — found 
matters all right and imposing — and then at 
once proceeded to receive Sir William, in a 
style which she felt his heart could not resist. 
What delight she expressed, what joy she de- 
picted, may be conceived. But how droll were 
her sensations! She trembled like a foolish 
little bird ! Yet how sweet is the love which 
a title inspires ! — what beautiful feelings it en- 
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genders ! It is almost as pure and incomipt- 
ible as that which is solely created by wealth. 
Happy widow ! She felt this love deeply ; and 
hence^ although she had a trembling hand^ she 
displayed a sweet smile^ and was^ moreover, so 
fussy ! Sir William before conceived that she 
was aiming at something; but her great de- 
sign now became palpable. He saw through 
it all ; but he was not by any means displeased. 
On the contrary^ he took it upon himself to 
seem flattered, and really enjoyed the thing 
rather than not ; for although he was unmar- 
ried, and, being comparatively poor, had no 
great contempt for wealth, he had certainly not 
the most remote idea of entering into anything 
like a matrimonial alliance with the widow, 
albeit it must be confessed that few ladies of 
large dimensions could have looked more 
unique. But he humoured her fancy, and 
made her believe that he was not insensible to 
her charms, because, among other things, he 
imagined that she might be made useful, under 
circumstances of a pecuniary nature, the force of 
which few men knew much better than himself. 
He therefore entered into the spirit of the 
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thing, and listened with great attention to the 
brilliant discourse of the fascinating widow^ who 
was so extremely communicatire, and managed 
to explain the precise character of her position 
with so much delicacy and tact^ that^ by the 
time the carriage drew up with Stanley^and 
Amelia, he had become^ unsolicited^ master of 
the whole matter. 

" You kept us waiting long enough, I hope V* 
cried Stanley, as he entered. *^ I thought that 
you were not going to send for us at all/^ 

" Upon my word I beg pardon, my dear ; 
but this watch of mine is really a very sad de- 
ceiver/* 

*^ Why wear it, then ? Why not have one 
that will keep correct time ?'* 

^^ Well, well, don't be angry, my love. I am 
sorry it happened. It shall not occur again/' 

This dialogue, short as it was, discovered to 
Sir William the true state of the case. He 
saw Stanley's influence at a glance, and at the 
moment conceived a project for enriching him- 
self. This project must, however, be left for 
the present. It was not then, even in concep)- 
tion, matured ; and, as there was plenty of 
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time for its execution, he troubled himself no 
more about it then, but continued to converse 
on ephemeral topics with Amelia, (who could 
not help fancying, that when she entered he 
pressed her hand with rather remarkable 
warmth,) until dinner was announced. 

The dinner passed off very well. It was 
very rechercJU^ and very well managed. Sir 
William was Sir Williamed to his heart's con- 
tent, and nothing but smiles and good humour 
prevailed. 

A variety of interesting subjects were touched 
upon slightly ; but at length one arose which 
had reference to the moral tendency of exposing 
vice. The widow expressed a decided opinion, 
that virtue alone must be pourtrayed to induce 
a high appreciation of virtue ; and Sir William, 
as a matter of courtesy, agreed with her, and 
contended, that if the vicious were unknown, 
their example could not be followed, which was 
certainly much to the point, clear and very 
conclusive. Stanley, however, was not con- 
tent with this, and hence inquired of Sir Wil- 
liam if he objected to the system of guarding 
the virtuous against the practices of the vi- 
cious. 
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Decidedly not,'^ returned Sir William. ^^ I 
would guard them at every pointy by placing 
before their eyes, constantly and exclusively, 
the beautiful characteristics of virtue/' 

" Precisely,^' observed the widow. ^' Of all 
guards, virtue is the strongest.^' 

*^ But by simply doing that/* said Stanley, 
without noticing the widow^s remarkable obser*^ 
vation, *^ I apprehend you would leave them 
unguarded. The inexperienced must be taught 
what to abhor, as well as what to admire ; what 
to shun, as well as what to embrace. And the 
beauty of virtue is never so conspicuous as 
when contrasted with the deformity of vice.'^ 

" Teach men to be virtuous,'^ rejoined Sir 
William, ^^ and they require to know nothing 
of vice/' 

" But how are they to avoid the snares laid 
for them by the vicious ?'* 

" Experience will soon enable them to do 
that." 

" But whose experience ? Their own, or the 
experience of others ? We cannot be secure in 
our own experience, and hence to the inexpe- 
rienced an exposition of vice is a blessing. Our 
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own experience cannot guide us : we must not 
be left to it alone. If^ for example^ a young 
and lovely creature should fall, ought we not to 
describe the villainous means by which her fall 
was accomplished; that others may avoid them ? 
That young fallen creature was left to her own 
experience. Had she been permitted to profit 
by the experience of others, she might still 
have been virtuous — still pure — still the pride 
of her home — a blessing to her family — the 
solace of those whose hearts she may have 
broken ; but having merely her own experience 
to guide her, she was ensnared, and her expe- 
rience must, forsooth, not be imparted to 
others. No ; they, in turn, must learn by their 
own experience too ! Society would be wrecked 
if the virtuous and the honourable were not 
constantly warned, by the experience of others, 
against those by whom vice and dishonour are 
practised. How are we to shun that of which 
we are unconscious ? How are we to frustrate 
the designs of the villain, if we are kept in utter 
ignorance of those designs? How are the 
young, however exemplary and amiable, to 
avoid the specious, deeply-laid schemes of the 
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seducer^ if the arts of seduction are kept out of 
view ? They must be warned ; and as they can 
be e£fectuaUy warned only by the experience of 
others^ the knowledge of that experience should 
not be withheld. It is the duty of all^ whether 
in private conversation^ in moral disquisitions^ 
or in histories which amuse while they instruct, 
to portray the deformities of vice, with the 
view of rendering more apparent the beauties 
of virtue. 

It certainly did not require all this to con- 
vince Sir William Wormwell, that if vice were 
not exposed, our social system would soon be 
destroyed ; but having taken the opposite side, 
to please the widow, he felt bound to fight her 
battle until she was perfectly satisfied, when — 
perceiving his occupation as her champion 
gone — he observed, with a smile, that he 
thought Stanley ought to have been in the 
Church. This acute observation was very much 
approved by the widow, who began to think so 
too; while Amelia was delighted with her 
Stanley, which is not very marvellous, con- 
sidering how easily affectionate and intelligent 
wives are by such means charmed by their 
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husbands. All were therefore well content: 
and when Sir William had covered his retreat 
by observing, that the grand point was to des- 
cribe the career of the vicious, so that none 
might either sympathise with them, or wish to 
follow their example, the conversation turned 
upon the turfc 

"Of course you go to Epsom ?'^ said Sir 
William. 

" 1 scarcely know,*' replied Stanley. I have 
not even given it a thought.^' 

^' Then you have no favourite horse in the 
Derby ?^' 

" I don't even know the name of any one 
that has been entered. In fact, my knowledge 
of the turf is exceedingly limited/' 

" In that case, I should strongly advise you 
to bet only with friends." 

" Would it not be as well," suggested Ame- 
lia, " to abstain from betting altogether ?" 

"Decidedly," repHed Sir WiUiam. "But 
men, from the highest to the lowest, who take 
the slightest interest in a race, will bet. The 
impulse is irresistible. If even they have 
nothing at stake, they cannot avoid wishing 
that a certain horse may win, and that is suffi- 
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cient to prompt them to back that wish^ if they 
happen to have any one to bet with. It is, 
however, folly for the inexperienced to bet 
with any but friends." 

" But when are the races ?" inquired the 
Mddow. 

" Next Wednesday is the grand day/' 

"Oh, I should like to go dearly! I never 
was at a race in my life. I am sure I should 
enjoy it above all things. Shouldn^t you, my 
love ?" 

" I should indeed," returned Amelia. ^^ Papa 
took me down last year, and I was so much 
delighted! You can scarcely imagine what a 
lovely scene it is.'* 

" Well, suppose, then, Stanley were to take 
Us ?" said the widow, who, after smiling sweet- 
ly at Sir William, added, "you, I presume, 
are engaged ?" 

" No ; I have no particular engagement.^* 

" Oh, it would be so delightful if you would 
go with us !*' 

" I assure you that nothing would give me 
greater pleasure. What say you?** he added 
addressing Stanley. 

*^ Oh ! / am quite agreeable.'* 
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^^ There's a good creature P^ cried Amelia* 
*^ We will not be the slightest trouble to you* 
You can have your own horses down there, ase 
papa and Albert had, and ride about as you 
please/^ 

*^ Exactly/' said the widow. " You can send 
them forward, and we can all go down to- 
geth^ in my carriage. We shall be 30 com- 
fortable and so happy !" 

It was accordingly thus arranged, and the 
remainder of the evening was spent most 
agreeably ; but' the greatest amount of delight 
was experienced by the widow, who then felt 
as certain of being Lady WormweU as if a foarw 
mal declarati(m had already been made. This 
Sir William, of (K)urse, perceived, and took 
especial care to give strength and depth to that 
feeling, conceiving it to be essential to the 
due execution of that scheme of which the out- 
line may as well be explained. He saw that 
Stanley was on the high-road to ruin ; that he 
derived all the means he had of travelling that 
road from the widow; and that her wealth 
would be thereby most sensibly diminished,' if, 
indeed, it were not wholly absorbed. He there- 
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fore put it to himself whether he ought to suffer 
so golden an opportunity to slip. In a pecuniary 
sense he was not in a good position ; but he 
felt that he might retrieve himself by a little 
ingenuity^ and the only question was^ — Could 
he do it in the way proposed with honour ? It 
was some time before he could answer this 
question with any degree of satisfaction to 
himself; but he did so eventually thus : 

" We are the creatures of circumstances: cir- 
cumstances govern all our actions. Is not there- 
fore non-resistance venial when circumstances 
surround us in the shape of temptations to acts 
which in a strict sense partake of the character 
of dishonour ? Besides, the means I propose to 
employ are means which the world calls *^ ho- 
nourable/' and none can be disgraced by the 
employment of those means in the eye of the 
world. Why, then, should not I, by those 
" honourable^^ means enrich myself? If this 
fortune is to be lost, why should not I win it ? 
I will : and while doing so defy the world to 
say that I violated in any single instance its 
own code of honour." 

By this ingenious species of ratiocination he 
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tranquillised his conscience, and having laid 
the basis of success by appearing as amiable as 
possible in the eyes of the widow, who was in 
rapturesi he left for the night. 
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